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SHOTGUN WEDDING 


Was this the price for 
a moment of passion? 
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MELP US KEEP THE 
THINGS WORTH KEEPING 

































body has to tell you why 
1 want peace. You see it 
your child’s eyes and hear 
in his laughter. 
But just wanting peace 
1’t keep it. You need to 
ck your wanting with 
ney. Peace costs money. 
Money for strength to keep 
peace. Money for science 
| education to help make 
ace lasting. And money 
ed by individuals to help 
ep our economy strong. 
Your Savings Bonds, as a 
ect investment in your 
intry, make you a Partner 
trengthening America’s 
eace Power. 
Bonds you buy will earn 
ney for you. But the most 
portant thing they earn is 
ice. They help us keep the 
igs worth keeping. 
Chink it over. Are you buy- 
s many as you might? 








STRENGTHEN 
AMERICA’S 
PEACE POWER 


BUY U.S. SAVINGS BONDS 
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The U.S. Government does not pay for this advertising. The Treasury Department thanks < . 
The Advertising Council and this magazine for their patriotic donation, 
& gi / E ws od 










































#1337 POPLIN POP-IN 
His eyes will pop when he sees 
ag in this 2 piece cotton pop- 
in suit. Snug little boy shorts 
with cuffed legs. 2 pockets, 2 
way straps, light padded bra. 
Rose, Black, Turquoise. Sizes 
10 to 18. $2.99 
#2077 CHECK OUT 
Crisp, fresh cotton shirtdress 
highlights back and hem with 
lenerous white lace inserts 

arply checked in Pink, Blue 
or Black. Sizes 10 to 20 


Gl o+2778 LA SHEER 

Bare your shoulders and snug- 
gle your curves — styling has 
expensive detail in ten inch 
hemline! Drip dry cotton. Light 
Blue, Coral, Turquoise, Black 
or Gold. Sizes 8 to 16. 99 


#2849 DOLL ALL 
Be a “‘living doll’ in this 
nappy check. Same styling as 
LA SHEER in Arnel triacetate 
and cotton, with 7” hem. Lilac, 
Pink, Heavenly Blue or Black. 
Sizes 8 to 16. $7.99 


1) 2092 Fuut sweer 
Delicate blending of checks 
= solid gives that enchant- 
“Little girl’’ look! Arnel 
trecatete and cotton. a 

a ‘eae or Aqua. Sizes 8 
$15.99 


gaat IMOGENE 
Daring backless waist-length 
bra has 4 section lace cups, 
shell padded and underwired 
Dacron and elastic sides. 
meee. White. Sizes 32 to 36 

‘ $7.99 


GE #3387 THE LIVING END 
Frederick's revolutionary gir- 
die with the “bare derriere” 
design that pushes up the 
‘living end" for the natural 
look behind! White, Black. 
Waist sizes 23 to 30” $9.99 


































YOU CAN 


CHARGE IT | 


AT FREDERICK'S 


Write the Credit Manager 
for complete details. 











#5039 CINCH OFF 

That French flavor to UPlift 
bosom, wasp your waist. Dram- 
atic Nylon lace over Acetate 
Satin, rubber Acetate, polyes- 
ter. Garters. Black, Red, Blue 
or White. Waist sizes 24, 26, 
28, 30, 32. $3. 99 


EC] 3218 HIP ENHANCER 
No need for ‘‘too slim hips” 

. hidden foam pads round 
you out at hipline, heip mask- 
out too heavy thighs. Black, 
White. Sizes 22 to 30 inch 
waist. $6.99 


#3220 HIDDEN FLATTE:. 
Removable foam rubber pads 
give you that rounded look. 
Rayon and cotton power net. 
Cut high up from thigh. White 
or Black. Sizes 23” to 30” 
waist. $6.99 
#5073 COUNTER 

POINT 

Specially designed shell cups 
combine with underwiring to 
shape and lift bust to NEW 
high pointed perfection with 
extra cleavage! Front hook. 
Acetate satin cups. Rubber and 
Polyester. Black, White. Sizes 
32 to 36 A, B, C. 


#2205 SMART MOVE 

For the “form divine’’...pleats! 
In supple Jersey, falling from 
shoulder to hem. Biack, Aqua, 
White. Sizes 8 to 20. $15.99 


[42547 Macic LINE 

Your waist mapas to nothing 
in this slimifying, swishy 
taffeta sheath. Low criss-cross 
neck bares and fiatters. Rayon 
and acetate. Black, Red, Tur- 
quoise. Sizes 8 to 20. $12. 99 


100% 
money back 
GUARANTEE 





















-)Shapes a 
beautiful YOU! 


C1 #7553 Fortuna 
Teamed for temptation. Off 
with the skirt, you've a curve- 
happy playsuit. Drip-dri pin- 
dot cotton. Black on White. 
Sizes 10 to 18. $9.99 
|B | #7799 PRETTY 
Two STEP 
Smart 2 piece playsuit with 
hidden elastic to insure per- 
fect bustline! Button - front 
skirt of Arnel triacatete and 
cotton. Lilac, Mint, Gold, 
Black. Sizes 8 to 18. $15.99 
#4074 TEATIME 
Look your best when you en- 
tertain at home! Oriental wo- 
men have known the charm of 
the slim, slit skirt... reveal- 
ing fitted pants for centuries. 
Now Frederick's brings it to 
you. Gayly printed cotton. Pink, 
Blue, Gold. Sizes 10 to 18. 
$4.99 
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#2823 HOLLYWOOD 
plunge back bares your 
charms while built in 
cups and low cut neck 
brings: out the rest of 
the best in you. Skin- 
snuggling Helanca 
stretch Nylon. Black, 
Flame Red, Copen Blue. 
Sizes 8 to 16. $17.99 


FREE! 


FASHION 
CATALOG 
FABULOUS FASH- 
1ON CATALOG FOR 
YOU! SEND 25¢ 
FOR CURRENT 
ISSUE OR 50c FOR 
EIGHTEEN MONTHS’ 

SUBSCRIPTION. 








NEW POINTED BRA GIVES EXTRA CLEAVAGE! 


















































































































(CD | ENCLOSE PAYMENT (Add 35c Postage) 
CD SEND C.0.9. (1 enclose $2 deposit on each item) 
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JANE GETS ALONG 
SO WELL... 


She's never nervous or i/l-at-ease 
She’s a good listener 


She always seems cool, clean, fresh 


Jane wasn't born charming—she worked 
at it! And she discovered early in her 
teens that good grooming is a very vital 
part of good presence. When perfect 
grooming became second nature to her, 
she found it far simpler to be natural and 
gracious with others. 

During certain days of the month, 
good grooming is admittedly more difh- 
cult; but then—that’s why Tampax was 
invented. Tampax® internal sanitary pro- 
rection takes the self-consciousness out 
of problem days. It prevents odor, FERRE 





or swim—just as you'd normally 
do. And you feel so cool, so clean, so 
fresh—with no ever-present reminder. 
[ry Tampax. Your choice of 3 absorb- 
ency sizes (Regular, Super, Junior) wher- 
ever such products are sold. Tampax 
Incorporated, Palmer, Mass. 


Invented by a doctor— 
nou used by millions of women 








WILLIAM P. GRAYSON 
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Cover Photo of Cathy Young 
by Bob Blake 


Tan’s June cover girl is Cathy 
Young, a 22-year-old clerk from 
Brooklyn, New York, who wants to 
become a high fashion model and 


go into dramatics. 
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“EDITOR 


The Right To Love 
Dear Lori: 


Out of compassion, | will try to write to you 
as | would talk to my daughter, had she cried 
out to me, “Have I The Right To Love?” 

First of all | would have you consider, under- 
standing is the lever that controls life. With- 
out understanding everything is chaotic. With 


your sensitivity and well developed self-disci- 


pline, I don’t think it would be hard for you to 
find the answer to the question at hand within 
yourself, by simply asking instead, “Is this the 
kind of love I really want?” 

You will find as you go through life that 
physical love is very, if not extremely, transi- 
tory. I believe that any man, seeking a talent 
like yours for a wife, knowing the sacrifices 
one must make to attain even a small measure 
of success, should be in sympathy with all you 
have done. 

Love to a man has a far different meaning 
than to a woman. In your case, would you say 
that this man, in his selfishness, has the right 
to ask you to throw away all the years that you 
and your parents have sacrificed, just to be- 
come his wife and shadow? Wouldn’t it be a 
better thing that he should see what the piano 
and music means to you, and encourage you to 
finish your second tour, whereby you will have 
proven yourself and worth to those who will 
have to invest the money that you will need to 
back you. Then, when you have established 
yourself as a reliable and capable artist, you 
can take time out to become a wife, and later, 
a mother if you choose. Returning to your 
work at will or calls, is always possible. 

Chucking your career at this time and 
marrying anyone, before establishing yourself 
as a concert pianist would have grave dangers, 
if you returned later as your being just another 
good piano player. 

Dedication to your career at this time, 
through all temptations and heartbreaks, is the 
crowning of all your works and dreams. Only 
then can you really know that you have ven- 
erated yourself in the eyes of those who 
branded you selfish in wanting the higher 
training. 

It must be remembered that only you can 
decide this question. With best wishes for 
your happiness and satisfaction. 

Ann Hall 


New York, N. Y. 


Dear Lori: 

What I think of your story, I will tell you. I 
am twelve years old, but ‘yes I can tell you 
something you can’t tell yourself. Lori, I think 
that you should follow your heart, though that 
doesn’t mean that you have to give up your 
music. You can still have an audience like in 
church and at home. That is what I think, and 


hope this can help you. 
Willie Mae Love 


Greenwood, Miss. 
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‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly 


__more people depend on this 
pure dressing than on any other 


VASELINE is A REGISTERED TRADEMARK OF CHESEBROUGH-POND'S INC 





Mr. Charles Bell, successful real 
estate salesman, is shown here with 
his charming wife in the living room 
of their Atlanta, Georgia home. 


The Bell home is a smart, 
contemporary ranch-type with 
spacious, landscaped grounds. 
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| have been a steady reader of Tan for the 
past two years, and I would consider it a great 
favor if you would enter my name in your Pen 
Pals column. 

[ am 16 years old, 5’4” tall, weigh 112 lbs., 
and I have a medium light complexion. I en- 


joy bowling, reading, and music and most 
spectator sports. I would like to correspond 
with boys of all races between the ages of 17 


and 21, especially those stationed overseas. All 
letters will be answered immediately. 

Helen Fowler 

2103 W. Diamond St. 

Philadelphia 21, Pa. 


| would be very grateful if you would enter 
my name in your Pen Pals columns. I am in 
the Air Force stationed in Germany, and would 
very much like to hear from some young ladies 


in the states. 
[ am 25 years old, 6’2”, have brown eyes and 
hair, and tan complexion. My hobbies are 


modern jazz, sports and reading. I promise to 
answer all letters and would love to exchange 
photos . 
A/3C Walter P. Hemmings 
71st Tac Msle Squadron 
Box 532 

APO 132 

New York, N. Y. 


[ am a regular reader of TAN, and think it 
is great. | would appreciate if you would pub- 
lish my name in the Pen Pal section of your 
wonderful magazine. 

[ am 18 years old, 5’2” tall, and weigh 125 
lbs. My hobbies are reading, writing, dancing 
and listening to music of all kinds. I would 
like to correspond with young men and women 
between the ages of 18 and 26, especially serv- 
icemen. All letters will be answered and photos 
exchanged. 

Rosalind Yvette Finley 
822 So. Utica Street 
Waukegan, III. 


[ am 18, and a student in high school. I am 
99”, and weigh 135 Ibs., have a tan complexion, 
black hair and black eyes. I like sports, cycling, 
and basketball. 

[ would like to correspond with girls be- 
tween the ages of 14 and 18. I will answer all 


letters and exchange photos. 
Robert Woods 


481 Claremont Parkway 
Bronx 57, N. Y. 


[ am a regular reader of TAN magazine and 
would like very much to have my name pub- 
lished in the Pen Pal columns. I am a sailor 
stationed in Guantanamo Bay, Cuba. 

[ am 22 years old, 5’10” tall, weigh 150 lbs. 
[ have brown eyes, black hair and a medium 
brown complexion. I would like to correspond 
with young ladies between the ages of 17 and 
27 regardless of race and nationality. My hob- 
bies are rock and roli music, and dancing. 

J. Vernon Halliburton 
U.S. Naval Air Station 
Navy #115 Box 35E 
Yo FPO 

New York, New York 
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PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


Your magazine TAN is a very enjoyable one, 
and I read it quite regularly. I enjoy especially 
the Pen Pals section, which is very interesting. 
I wonder if you could possibly include my 
name in this section? 

I am a 16-year-old Ceylonese girl and would 
love to correspond with boys and girls in the 
U.S.A. and in Europe and South America. I 
would appreciate it very much if you would 
publish my name in your wonderful magazine. 


Thank you. 
Miss Sheeraz Thaha 
9, Clifford Ave. 
Colombo 3 
Ceylon 


Having been a constant reader of your TAN 
magazine, I would appreciate it very much if 
you would enter my name in your Pen Pal 
section. 

I am 16 years old, and 5/2” tall. I have 
brown eyes, dark hair, and a tan complexion. 
I enjoy dancing, singing, and reading. | would 
like to correspond with young men and women 
from the ages of 16 to 21. I will be happy to 
exchange photos. 

Celestine Johnson 
P. O. Box 92 
Denbigh, Va. 


First of all, I must say that I like to read 
Tan. I am a colored Cuban girl just 16 years 
old, and not too dark. I am good looking for 
some people even when I don’t think so. 

I would appreciate if you would publish my 
name in your Pen Pal column, because I would 
like to correspond with people from any part 
of the world. Even when I know English I 
would prefer to write in Spanish, and also pre- 
fer to hear from boys between 18-32 years, no 
matter of race or color. I am a student. 

I will always answer letters and exchange 
pictures and postcards. 

Dolores Lewis 
Marina #2 
Caimanera, Oriente 
Cuba 


I would like very much to become a member 
of your Pen Pal club. While a member of the 
United States Air “came “ have come to enjoy 
your magazine very m 

I am 6’2” tall, and I ri. 200 Ibs. I have a 
light complexion with black hair and dark 
eyes. I am 22 years old and single. My educa- 
tion consists of several years of college during 
which time I studied medicine. I intend to con- 
tinue my studies upon my completion of this 
tour of duty. The extent of my tour runs until 


I speak Spanish, German and French very 
well, and will answer all letters in either of 
these languages if requested. I will answer all 
letters and exchange photos. 

A/3C Alex Thompson, 

AF 13685904 

812th Medical Group 
Walker A.F.B., New Mexico 


I would be very pleased if you would print 
my name in your Pen Pal section. I am 17 
years old, 5’5” tall, and weigh 115 lbs. I have 


medium brown complexion, brown eyes and 
black hair. My hobbies are dancing, parties, 
records and most outdoor sports. 

I would like to correspond with boys and 
girls all over the United States. I promise to 
answer all letters I receive, and exchange 
photos. 

Billie Sutton 
1206 105th Ave. 
Oakland 3, Calif. 


I am a regular reader of Tan, and I would 
be glad if you entered my name in the Pen 
Pals columns. 

I am an African, 18 years old, 5/844” tall, 
and weigh 130 lbs. I have black hair and a 
brown complexion. I would like to correspond 
with boys and girls all over the world. My in- 
terests are music, dancing and correspondence. 
My favorite stars are Elvis and Clift Richard. 

I will answer all letters and exchange 
photos. 

Leonard James 
Kangary School, 
P. O. Box 17 
Embu, Kenya, 
East Africa 


I am another Tan fan who wishes to express 
the great pleasure with which I read your 
magazine. [| am writing to you for the first 
time. Please enter my name in your Pen Pal 
columns soon. 

I would like to make friends with boys and 
girls all over the states and elsewhere in the 
world. I am 16 years of age, 5’6” tall, and 
weigh 145 lbs. I like reading and writing. | 
_— a light complexion, brown eyes, and black 

air. 

| promise to answer all letters I receive. 

Mary Francis Collier 
P. O. Box 791 
Hammond, La. 


I am an ardent reader of your TAN magazine, 
and would like very much for you to enter my 
name in your Pen Pals column. 

I would like to correspond with girls and 
boys of any race or age. I am 17 years of age, 
5’4” tall, and weigh 116 lbs. I like fast music, 
reading and basketball. | will gladly answer 


all letters promptly. 
Cynthia Wallace 
West St. South 
Grant’s Town P. O. 
Nassau, Bahamas 


I read and really enjoy TAN magazine to the 
highest. I would appreciate it very much if 
you will publish my name in your Pen Pals 
section of Tan. I am a male Negro, age 26, 
6'4”, and my weight is 176 lbs. I have light 
brown skin, dark brown eyes, and black hair. 
My hobbies are singing, sports and writing. 

I would like very much to correspond with 
nice young ladies between the ages of 19 and 
25. | will answer all letters, and be most happy 


to exchange photos. 
Samuel L. Hurth 
2473 East 89th St. 
Cleveland 4, Ohio 
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By Eve Lynne 


Dear EVE: 


I am 17 years old, and very much in 
love with a married man. He is 26 years 
old. My mother is against it. Please help 
me. He says he loves me and I need him 
and I love him so. What can I do? He is 
in New York, his wife in D. C. 

D. K. 


Dear D. K.: 

You are asking for miracles, not help. 
This man will not suddenly become 
single so that you can have him for your 
own. Certainly your mother is against it, 
and so is every other right thinking per- 
son. Leave him alone until, and if, he 
becomes free to “love” you. 


Dear Eve: 

I am in the army in Washington. | 
have a girl in Alabama whom I love very 
much. How can I make her understand 
that I am true to her? She writes me only 
twice a month. How can I make her be- 
lieve me, and write me more than she 
does? She always says that she’s very 
much in love with me. I believe her but 
she doesn’t seem to believe me. 

A. D. 
Dear A. D.: 

A few choice words may be better than 
many inane ones, and whereas one may 
tire of writing daily letters, twice a 
month may be just the thing. Don’t 
overdo that “make her understand you’re 
true” bit too much. She may just wonder 


whom you're trying to convince—her or 


yourself! 


Dear Eve: 

I am 18 years of age, unmarried, and 
have one child. I have been in love with 
a young man 24 years old for three 
months. I met him before my child was 
born. He told me he loved me and wanted 
to marry me and accept my child. Just 
lately he tells me he wants to be sure I 
know what I am doing. He says I’m too 
young for everything. I feel that age 
doesn’t matter as long as you love each 
other. 

I love him very much, Eve, although 
he is the father of three kids. I feel if 
you love a person you can love their 
children also. Please tell me what to do. 

Very Unhappy 
Dear Very Unhappy: 

Assuming he is free to marry you (you 
didn’t mention the mother of his three 
kids) your young man undoubtedly feels 
that he should proceed with caution. 
While you were an expectant mother, it 
was his natural male wish to protect you, 
and offer you emotional support. Now, 
you must appeal to him as a good com- 
panion for life together, with the added 
problems of the four children. Both of 
you may be wise to wait. 
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Married women 
are sharing this secret 


... the new, easier, surer protection 
for those most intimate marriage problems 





What a blessing to be able to trust 
in the wonderful germicidal protec- 
tion Norforms can give you. Nor- 
forms have a highly perfected new 
formula that releases antiseptic 
and germicidal ingredients with 
long-lasting action. The exclusive 
new base melts at body tempera- 
ture, forming a powerful protec- 
tive film that guards (but will not 
harm) the delicate tissues. 

And Norforms’ deodorant protec- 
tion has been tested in a hospital 
clinic and found to be more effec- 


tive than anything it had ever 
used. Norforms eliminate (rather 
than cover up) embarrassing 
odors, yet have no “medicine” or 
“disinfectant” odor themselves. 

And what convenience! These 
small feminine suppositories are 
so easy and corivenient to use. 
Just insert —no apparatus, mixing 
or measuring. They’re greaseless 
and they keep in any climate. 

Now ayailable in new packages 
of 6, as well as 12 and 24. Also 
available in Canada. 





Tested by doctors... 
trusted by women. . . 
proved in hospital clinics 


FEMININE SUPPOSITORIES 





Sal 
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FREE informative Norforms booklet 
Just mail this coupon to Dept. T-16 
Norwich Pharmacal Co., Norwich, N.Y. 
Please send me the new Norforms booklet, 
in a plain envelope. 








Name. 

(PLEASE PRINT) 
Street 
City. Zone. State. 
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Should You 
Become 
A Model? 


By Ophelia DeVore 


About the author: 


Ophelia DeVore, founder and pres- 
ident of both the Ophelia DeVore 
School of Charm and the Grace Del 
Marco Model Agency, was once a 
model in the high fashion field her- 
self. She has also been a fashion 
writer for several leading weekly 
newspapers, has appeared on radio 
and TV as fashion exponent and 
critic, is the discoverer of many fa- 
mous Negro beauties, and is the 
idea-creator of the “Miss American 
Beauty” contest. 


AVE YOU EVER wanted to learn 

how to apply make-up so that your 
skin looks flawless and your eyes really 
do sparkle, or how to stand correctly so 
that your figure always looks good? 
Have you ever wondered how to dis- 
guise a mouth that’s too wide, or a nose 
that isn’t shaped the way you’d like it? 
Have there ever been times when you 
just didn’t know what to do with your 
hands? 

There is probably hardly a girl alive 
who has perfect natural beauty and the 
grace and poise that should go with it, 
who knows instinctively the best hair- 
style for her face, how to stand grace- 
fully (and correctly), and how to 
achieve the kind of personality that can 
best be described as “charming.” Yet, 


most girls can have most of these things 
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To learn control of body and im- 
prove posture, students must walk 
with books on their heads. 





To control weight, pupils learn 
to eat less, exercise. Ballet is sug- 
gested for poise, slimmer figure. 





—and should have them if they wish to 
be successful, whether they are students. 
career women. or housewives. 

Ask the average girl whether she has 
ever thought about enrolling in a charm 
school and she will probably answer. 
“Oh, no, I’m not pretty enough.” But 
ask her if she has ever wanted to im- 
prove on her makeup. her posture, her 
poise, if she has ever wanted to be more 
graceful, more self-assured. and she'll 
give you a very definite, “Of course.” 
What she doesn’t realize is that charm 
schools are not just for the aspiring pro- 
fessional model—although these usually 
make up more than half of the students. 
Charm schools are for any girl who 
wishes to improve on what Mother Na- 
ture gave her. 

Harold Carter, Vice President of the 
DeVore School of Charm. says: “Our 
best students are those who desire to im- 
prove themselves. Those who strive to 
improve themselves gain self-confidence 
and knowledge (Continued on Page 74) 


Social dancing is used to develop 
grace, enhance popularity. Stu- 
dents also learn to relax with men. 


Getting lessons on proper use of 
make-up, students learn daytime, 



































evening, corrective make-up. 








WHAT'S YOUR OPINION? 


HERE'S 
4 CHANCE 
TO CASHIN ON IT! 


\\ '7ANT TO HAVE A HAND in putting 

together a national magazine? The 
editors of TAN invite you as a reader to 
join us in producing the kind of maga- 
zine you like best. And, there’s money in 
it for you! 

In this issue TAN is carrying a Per- 
sonal Opinion Poll form to be filled out 
by readers. After reading the stories and 
special features in this June issue, fill out 
the form on this page (opposite), and 
indicate which stories you liked best and 
why. Also, you may indicate which sto- 
ries you liked least. If you want to give 
idditional opinions about the magazine 
or specific stories by attaching a letter, 
you may do SO. 

The Personal Opinion Poll form is 
easy to fill out, and for the best sugges- 


tion for an article on a particular sub- | 


ject or personality, we will pay first prize 
money of $25. The second best reply will 
receive a $10 prize, and there will be 
five third prizes of $5 each. List your 
suggestions under the category: List sto- 
ries you would like to read about a par- 
ticular subject or personality (opposite). 

Names and home towns of the winners 
will be listed. 

Remember. the honesty. completeness, 
helpfulness and originality of your reply 
will be the key factors in your winning 
one of the cash prizes. The poll is open to 
everyone but employees of Johnson Pub- 
lishing Company. and you may enter as 
man) different suggestions as you like. 

Entries should be mailed to Tan Maga- 
zine. Personal Opinion Poll, 1820 South 
Michigan Avenue, Chicago 16. Illinois. 
lhe deadline for entries will be June 10. 
Entries postmarked after this date will 
not qualify for the prize. That’s all there 
is to it. Just fill out the form and you 
are on your.way toward winning cash. 
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PERSONAL OPINION POLL 


CASH PRIZES FOR YOUR OPINIONS 


SECOND PRIZE $10 
FIVE THIRD PRIZES, EACH $5 


When you have read all the stories and articles in this issue of TAN, please fill in the 
form below. In addition, you may use a letter to tell us your opinion if you need more 
space. Your opinion will help us greatly in giving you the kind of stories and features 
you like best. 


FIRST PRIZE $25 





Please check the space to the left of the one phrase which best answers the question: 
1. Did you read “|! Couldn’t Make Love Last’? 
[]No []Partofit [)Allof it 
Itwas[]Good []Fair [_] Poor 
2. Did you read “She Tried To Wreck Our Marriage”? 
[]No []Partofit []Allof it 
Itwas[{]}Good []Fair [| Poor 
3. Did you read “Bitter At Nineteen”? 
[]No []Partofit []Allof it 
Itwas{|Good []Fair [| Poor 
4. Did you read “Shotgun Wedding”? 
[]No []Partofit [] Allof it 
Itwas[{_]Good []Fair [ ] Poor 
5. Did you read “| Only Played At Love”? 
“]No []Partofit [| Allof it 
Itwas[]Good []Fair [_] Poor 
6. Did you read ” ‘It’s Tough To Be The Wife Of A Star’ “? 
[]No ([]Partofit []Allof it 
Itwas{|Good []Fair [ ] Poor 
7. Did you read “Should You Become A Model”? 
[]No []Partofit []Allof it 
Itwas[|Good [Fair [| Poor 
8. Did you read “It’s Watusi Time!”’? 
[]No ([]Partofit [)Allof it 
Itwas{]Good []Fair [ ] Poor 
9. Would you like to see a “short-short” story in every issue? 
f]1No []Yes_ [ ]No opinion 





Please tell us which story you liked best in this issue, which you liked 
second best and which you liked third best, listing them in order below. 





List stories you would like to read about a particular subject or per- 
sonality. 


Teter ree Cee eee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee eee ee ee 
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The following information helps us understand our readers better. 
EAI 5c. x. 61-5. S-Xi0s''o) Seve eee > 6. + Ab eects Sis ae ae 
IS a's 6-60-6450 eee Be eee «66 Sake eee es 6x ee 


eee rl Pere et ree reer rey 


Your marital status? 
Check one [| single 


MAIL TO: TAN MAGAZINE, PERSONAL OPINION POLL, 
1820 SOUTH MICHIGAN AVENUE, CHICAGO 16, ILLINOIS 


[]married []|divorced [] widowed 
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On The Recof 9 


HE WHAM OF SAM/Sammy Davis Jr. (Reprise) : 

Sammy recording on Frank Sinatra’s label, The Wham is good news for Davis 
fans who can’t stand the drought when the pint-sized dynamo is not around either 
on wax or in person. The record is typical Davis, full of the kind of vocal honesty 
which has made Sammy a legend. Whether belting away at Back In Your Own Back 
Yard, which opens Side One, or getting deep down inside himself with a Sinatra 
standard, Love Is The Tender Trap, Sammy never shucks the listener. If the record 
has any weak moments—and there will be arguments about that—it may be in Back 
Yard, opening Side One, when the orchestra (under the baton of Morty Stevens) 
intentionally hams it up with some Mairzy Doats-sounding cuteness. For anyone 
who has not seen Sammy onstage, one dimension of the disc is missing—the magic of 
being able to close your eyes and watch him sweat with the heavy ones, rollick 


A sort of “clan” effort, with 


through the cute ones, and fill up a stage with the kind of bigness that qualifies | 


him for an orbit of his own. Morty Stevens arranges and conducts the first side, 
which includes (in addition to Back Yard and Tender Trap) Lush Life, I’m Gonna 
Live Till | Die, ’'m A Fool To Want You, and Out Of This World. Morty, who 
knows Sammy like a brother, can anticipate his every move, and welds the session 
into a solid groove. Marty Paich’s arrangements and baton work do practically the 
same for Side Two, which follows Blackbird with Thou Swell, Can’t We Be Friends, 
Blame It On My Youth, Let There Be Love, and Soon. 

EXODUS TO JAZZ/Eddie Harris (Vee-Jay): From its opening, with the familiar 
theme music from the movie, Exodus, this unique Eddie Harris effort gets right 
down to business. Happily. only two of the eight tracks are foreigners—the movie 
mood music, and Little Girl Blue, a Rodgers-Hart tune on Side Two. Of the other 
six, Side One’s Alicia, Gone Home, and A.T.C. are Eddie Harris compositions and 
Side Two has A.M. Blues and W.P. by Willie Pickens, who plays piano on the gig. 
Velocity by Harris gets five minutes worth of attention on the flip side, and is worth 
every second of it. An altogether fine album, with Eddie Harris presiding at the 
tenor sax, Joseph Diorio on guitar. William Yancy on bass, Pickens on piano and 
Harold Jones on drums, Exodus is either danceable or listenable, depending on your 
groove, and a perfect showcase for the crisp, trumpet-like styling of Harris on sax. 





Watch your beauty 
“blossom out” 
with 

LIGHTE 
SKIN: 














A lovely complexion wins admirers. 
So, use Black and White Bleaching 
Cream as directed and see your dull, 
dark skin take on a new lighter, 
brighter, softer, smoother look. 

Its bleaching action works effec- 
tively inside your skin. Modern 
science knows of no faster way of 
lightening skin. 

Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Cream at 
all drug 
counters 


434, 654. 


BLACK = WHITE 


BLEACHING CREAM 









ANALYZE HANDWRITING 


MORE INCOME... MORE PRESTIGE 

and Greater PERSONAL Success! 

bi CAN tern how yd. ae a one 
peresan ity traits ‘end awe hand- 
nities hor both men and women, » ful 


. No 
INTERNATIONAL enarne ANALYSIS SOCIETY, INC. 
Dept. FN-124 - - Springfield 4, Missouri 








Shrinks Hemorrhoids 
New Way Without Surgery 
Stops Itch- Relieves Pain 


For the first time science has found a 
new healing substance with the astonishing 
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
pain — without surgery. 

In case after case, while gently relieving 
pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took place. 

Most amazing of all—results were so 
thorough that sufferers made astonishing 
statements like “Piles have ceased to be a 
problem!” 

The secret is a new healing substance 
(Bio-Dyne®)—discovery of a world-famous 
research institute. 

This substance is now available in sup- 
pository or ointment form under the name 
Preparation H®, Ask for it at all drug 
counters. 
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Two steps 


forward... 






















and two 
steps back... Watusi! 


Watusi! 


Doing the basic Watusi step, TAN models Yvonne 
Maury and Richard Freeman demonstrate the foot- 
twisting, hip-swaying dance. Hands are very important 
for proper execution of Watusi, should stay in motion. 













Pe Watusi! That’s the cry 

that can be heard at parties all 
over the country, and teen-agers 
and adults alike twist their feet, 
wriggle their hips and Watusi. The 
basic Watusi step is easy to pick 
up: put your weight on your toes, 
up on your heels, and twist one 
foot while you rest your weight on 
the other—“two steps forward, 
two back.” But the hands are 
most important—whether they are 
up near the face, down at the hips, 
clapping, or finger-snapping, they 
should always be in motion. 





Knee-lifting step (left) brings one foot completely off 
ground, hands up at face. “Do this,” says Yvonne 
(above), executing tricky Watusi turn in four steps. 



















Trick of dance (above) is to bend far back on heel while 
twisting on other toe, keeping beat by clapping hands. Rich- 
ard goes casual with thumbs in back pockets, keeping up 
barely perceptible movement. Dance has many variations. 









Emphasizing already noticeable hip movement (right), Yvonne 
places hands at waist, keeps weight on left foot, twists right foot. 


They're doing 
it in Philly...and 


. y old " 


New York... and 



















even on the Coast... 






Everywhere you go... 










Watusi! 





“Bow and arrow,” one of 
steps that can be done with 
Watusi, shows Yvonne lin- 
ing Richard up. W atusi was 
originated by Shirley Hall, 
one of Chicago’s Dyerettes 
dance team, and the Vibra- 
tions, well-known singing 
group. 
















Two steps to right, 
and two back, as 
Yvonne and Richard 
start Continental. Is 
usually performed in 
long Conga line. 


“Now three steps 
up,” says Yvonne as 
Richard, shedding 
sweater, begins to 
pick up step. The 
three steps up do not 
have to be small ones. 


Make sure you swirl 
when you make that 
turn. Swirl is exe- 
cuted with left foot, 
which makes wide 
circle, then comes in 
close to right foot. 








CONTINENTAL 


O NE OF THE two new dances that was inspired 

by the Watusi and is based on it, is this one— 
the Continental. Although usually performed in a 
long “Conga” line—like the Madison—it can also 
be done by two people. The steps are simple: two 
steps to the right, two back, chicken twice in place, 
three steps up, make a swirling turn to the right. 
back three steps, and back to the beginning. This 
dance also, like the Watusi and the Junkernoo (see 
opposite page), was originated by dancer Shirley 
Hall, with the Vibrations. 





Three steps back, and you’re back to the beginning. 
After third step, stomp foot once, then start with two 
steps to right, stomp again, then two back again to left. 
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Shaking hand over head is clue to Junker- 
noo—vigorous shaking “like you’re shak- 
ing off water.” Variety of steps can be used 
but basic step is one to right, two to left. 


















“Old lady,” says record, and Yvonne and 
Richard put one hand on back, other ex- 
tended as if holding cane, and do a shuffle 
step. Other call on record is to “swim.” 



























JUNKERNOO 





HIS dance, also a variation on the 

Watusi, was inspired when Miss Hall 
visited the Bahamas. Every year at 
Christmas the people there have a pa- 
rade and celebration in honor of John 
Kernoo, a philanthropist who gave pres- 
ents to the poor. The only instruments 
in the parade are cowbells and drums, 
and it was the Calypso-like rhythm of 
these that caught her fancy. Returning 
home, she remembered the beat, and 
with the Vibrations added words and 
music. The result is the Junkernoo. 
The steps to this are a simple shuffle- 
slide—one to the right, two to the left— 
then shake your hand over your head. 


“ 

“Just do any step,” says Yvonne, demonstrat- 
mg versatility of Junkernoo. Words to song 
call for “one to the right, two to the left.” 









How to buya 
down payment |#* 
on anew home 
Seneeeerce LOF'L25 a day 





Every ee Bond you buy makes a big con- 
tribution to keeping our country strong... 80 
you can enjoy the things you’re saving for. 
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anne eon sacscastat | 


Saving for a new home, or any-_ ; 
thing else in fact, is simply a_. 
matter of spending lessthan you § 
earn. Thousands of Americans | 
have found an automatic way: 
the Payroll Savings Plan where 
they work. Through this plan 
your payroll clerk. sets aside a 
certain amount each payday for 
U.S. Savings Bonds. As little as 
$1.25 a day buys a $50 Bond a 
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month (cost $37.50). In 5 years Mar 
you’llown Bondsworth $2,428.00 Mer 
—enough for a substantial down of tl 
payment and closing costs. And 
you'll have become a homeowner 
with money that probably would Ir 
haveslipped through your fingers. a pe 
cert 
Six nice things about F N 
U.S. Savings Bonds r . 
ady 
, virt 
- You can save automatically on the 
Payroll Savings Plan, or buy Bonds Loll 
at any Bank - You now earn 34% ni 
mcenaeeme hoe tt i ra 
“ a ae 40 poy t yan Will he ever save the down payment? He'll be in his new home sooner b 
we ae Ee than he thinks, if he saves something every payday. The effortless, y 
under a U.S. Government guaran- automatic way is the Payroll Savings Plan for U.S. Savings Bonds. Em 
tee - Your Bonds are replaced free P 
if lost or stolen - You can get your first 
money with interest anytime you Guaranteed by Uncle Sam line 
want it » You save more than to grow. U.S. Savings Bonds ss 
money —you buy shares in a long mr ej . 
stronger America. growth values on the back — < | 
guaranteed in writing by the #4 re —_ 
U.S. Government. con 
V 
You save more than money : 
Ldap mt . . 14 
eee rN with U.S. Savings Bonds ee. 


goe 














ed 


a 















Se 









‘CIMARRON’ 


Cimarron is a big motion picture. It is also a fine one. It opens shortly before 
the 1889 Land Rush on the territory that was later to become Oklahoma, and color- 
fully details the raw courage of American pioneers who carved great cities out of 
the prairie. 

More than this, however, Cimarron, written by best-selling authoress Edna 
Ferber and filmed in CinemaScope and 
METROCOLOR by MGM, is the story of 
a man who faces danger, ridicule and 
personal disaster for the things in which 
he believes. 

His challenges are many: 
gun; a school board’s prejudice; a poli- 
tician’s bluff and a wife’s disgust. 

One of the movie’s most poignant— 
and ironically enough most timely— 
scenes occurs when a young Indian child 
skips gaily into the little red school 
house for her first day of classes. Mo- 
ments later, the school door reopens, and 
the downcast child slowly walks out, 
rejected by whites. 

The filming of the Land Rush, one of 
the film’s most exciting moments, re- 
quired 10 CinemaScope cameras. 

The superb acting of Glenn Ford and 
Maria Schell top off a fine cast that also features Anne Baxter, Arthur O’Connell, 
Mercedes McCambridge in a motion picture that will probably turn out to be one 
of the year’s best. 


a bully’s 


Big, bold, and brave. 


GO NAKED IN THE WORLD 


In the movie industry, this decade may go down in history as “The Sexy Sixties,” 
a period during which, among other things, the once lowly call girl, long revered in 
certain private circles, gets her just credits publicly in celluloid. 

MGM’s Go Naked In The World 
is another movie dedicated to the 
lady of easy, although expensive, 
virtue. The girl in question: Gina 
Lollobrigida. The problem: she is 
loved by unsuspecting Anthony 
Franciosa, who in turn is loved 
by his domineering rich father, 
Emest Borgnine. 

Papa knows darn well—and 
first-hand at that—what Gina’s 
line is. So do most of the other 
gay old blades. 

Now he hates her. But, then, he loves her. Papa is mad enough to spit. Gina, of 
course, that true-blue, heart-of-gold lady of the evening knows no good can ever 
come of her and Tony’s love. 

Will Gina marry him, tortured Tony asks. Will Tony forget this broad and come 
to work in the construction firm, Papa Borgnine wants to know. When will it all 
end, the movie-goer begins to wonder. 

Gina finally provides the answer with a long dive into a deep ocean, and Tony 
goes home to Papa with the loving memory Gina has left him. 





Bad and ent ful. 
















DRUNKENNESS 


DO YOU WANT nig ah 
Ruins Health, Happiness. Bre 
the Drinkin ng wen Quic oKLY 
- INEXPENSIVELY! Use new 
ALCOREM, the a a Hh liquid 
that promotes aversion (dislike) to- 
ward ALL intoxicating drinks. Not 
classed as a Treatment or Cure but 
it IS a recognized method of with- 
drawal of alcohol. Interrupts oe 
ing cycle and causes many to tu 
from liquor. May be taken in secret. New ALCOR EM 
eliminates desire for more alcohol for varying pe- 
riods. GUARANTEED Pure. Aversion treatment is recog- 
nized by Medical Authority. Comes ready to use - sim 
ple instructions included—-need not cause time out from 
work. One happy ALCOREM user writes: “‘I took 
ALCOREM 9 years ago, and I have not taken or . 
wanted a drink since then. Please send me ALC OREM 
for ES friend of ag who is a heavy drinker.’' Mr. 
Princeto As an additional help we send . 
FREE! 21 PINKIES with order of ALCOREM. 
Special Formula capsules to help nervous and digestive 
systems. Also WEIGHT CHART to guide reformed 
drinker to proper weight. 
DO NOT DELAY e ORDER NEW ALCOREM NOW 
SATISFACTION OR MONEY BACK. We rush 
ALCOREM, PINKIES, Weight Chart in plain wrapper. 
Pay posunan $9.9§ pius C.O.D. and postage. To SAVE 
$1.20 in C.0.D. & postage. send $9.95 with order. 
Known world wide since 1948 
MIDWEST HEALTH AIDS - DEPT. T-20 
608 S. DEARBORN ST.+ CHICAGO 5, ILL. 


| SONG POEM 


mt 
Popular, Rock & Roll, Country & 
Western, and Sacred Poems need- 
ed AT ONCE! Send YOUR POEMS 
today for prompt FREE EXAMI- 
NATION AND APPRAISAL. 


SONGCRAFTERS, Studio IN 
6145 ACKLEN STATION, NASHVILLE, TENN. 
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NEW SONGS 
& RECORDS 


Bea Detective 


Make Secret Investigations 
Earn Big Money. Work home or travel. 
Fascinating work. Experience Unnecessary. 
DETECTIVE Particulars FREE. Write to 
GEO. T. N. WAGNER, 125 W. 86th St., N.Y 


WHY PAY A 








GENUINE 
HUMAN HAIR 





FULL CAP WIG ciam POODLE 
Part on right side GLAMOUR Ooh 3133 


Only $15.99 Only $7.98. 








Two Braided 
SIDE PUFFS 


Only $1.79 =a curls = Only $2.79 


STATE SHADE DESIRED 


Marcel : : suecTuic 
1.75 Iron 2c. MB $3.00 


Send No 
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“This has never happened to me 
before,” Wes said thickly, an ] 
my heart answered, “Nor to me” 































T ALL BEGAN with Dr. Mathew’s words 

that awful day less than three years ago. 

“Mrs. James,” he said, “your little son 
has tuberculosis.” 

I stared at him, not able to take in what 
he was saying. Protests clogged my throat, 
but one look at Butch, so pale and thin in 
my lap, made me believe the doctor’s 
words. My son had tuberculosis! With a 
wild cry, I folded Butchie in my arms and 
began to sob, my face pressed into his little 
neck so that my warm tears leaked down 
the back of his little yellow shirt. 

I loved my son almost crazily. ’'d been 
an orphan, a girl who belonged to no one. 
I'd always vowed if I ever had any children 
I’d love them with all my heart and soul. 
I’d never let them feel unloved or deserted 
or alone as I’d grown up feeling. 

Why, when Id tried so hard to be a good 
mother, had tuberculosis struck my baby? 
“But where, Doctor,” I heard myself burst 
out, “where did Butchie get TB? None of 
us—” My voice died sickly away. | 
clutched Butch closer and I could feel his 


1 COULDN'T 
MAKE LOVE LAST 


All my life, it seemed, I'd loved and lost—first 


then Wes... The hospital was as familiar as 






my little boy Butch, then Benny who taught me to love, 


my own home. How much longer could I go on like this? 


little ribs bend like plastic. He was so 
fragile, so precious, my son. 

The doctor looked from me to my hus- 
band, then down at his desk. “Who knows, 
Mrs. James? Of course, we'll check both of 
you just to be on the safe side.” 

I was really frightened now. “You mean 
—you mean I, or Benny, might have TB, 
too?” 

As I waited for the doctor’s answer, 
Benny jumped up from his chair to stand 
in the center of the green carpet, his hands 
working nervously at his sides. “Doctor,” 
he said with a hoarse croak, “I—I—” 

The doctor looked up. “Yes, Mr. 
James?” 

There were tears in Benny’s eyes. “Doc- 
tor Mathew,” he struggled, “I had TB when 
I was in the service. But I was an arrested 
case. Honest to God!” He looked to me 
then, my husband, and fastened his eyes on 
my face. “Peg, they told me I was arrested, 
safe.” He took a stumbling step toward 
me. “I never told you, Peggy. because | 
figured you might not marry me if you 























knew that I had had it.” 

[ stared at him in utter disbelief. I 
couldn’t believe that this man I'd lived 
with two years had tricked me into mar- 
riage! Maybe, if I’d known the truth 
about his health, ’'d have chosen some- 
one else for my husband. Benny couldn’t 
run that risk so he’d hidden the truth 
from me! I stared at him as he took an- 
other step toward me, his shaking hands 
outstretched. 

“Please understand, Peg,” he pleaded 
brokenly. 

“Understand!” I cried out. “All I can 
understand is that you wanted me bad 
enough to sacrifice anything to get me!” 

| loathed him for that. Did he think, 
for one second, that anything he could 
do or say would change things? “Sure, 
[ wanted you,” Benny was saying. “I 
hid my past from you not to cheat or 
harm you, but because I loved you so 
desperately. Is there anything wrong 
with that sort of love, Peggy?” 

| hugged Butchie’s little plastic-boned 
body closer to mine. “You’ve sacrificed 
my son!” | lashed out. 

The doctor came between us then, 
his eyes touched by our panic and heart- 
break. “Please.” he interceded, “that 
kind of talk can do no good!” 

| looked at him, defeated. “What cise 
is there to do?” 

The doctor’s voice was firm. “You 
can put your baby in a hospital where 
he'll get proper care. There’s quite a bit 
of hope for tuberculosis these days.” He 
patted my shaking shoulder. “Maybe 
this is for the best, Mrs. James. Your 
son’s illness has put things out in the 





| COULDN’T MAKE LOVE LAST 


open, things that have, no doubt, tor- 
tured your husband.” 

I looked, then, to Benny and I could 
see he was truly tortured, and had been 
for a long while now. I kissed Butchie’s 
cheek. Butch was a part of the man who 
was now sobbing his heart out. | 
wanted to forgive him, but, at this heart- 
breaking moment, I simply couldn’t. Not 
fully. 

“Doctor,” I said, “do I have to put 
Butchie in a hospital? Can’t I care for 
him at home?” 

The doctor shook his head sadly. “A 
hospital is the only place, believe me, 
Mrs. James.” 

So we put our son in a sanitarium. | 
couldn’t bear to leave him! Long after 
I'd placed him in his hospital crib I 
stood looking down at his delicate little 
body with its labored breathing. I bent 
over the crib and wept. 

I heard Benny halt behind me with- 
out a word. Finally he mumbled, “I love 
him too, Peg. Please don’t close me 
out.” 

I whirled on him, my voice shaking. 
“You should have told me, Benny, 
about yourself. [ll tell you the truth: 
I think Butch is sick because of you!” 

“They told me I was safe, I tell you!” 
he cried out. “Those tests we took to- 
day will bear me out. I know they will!” 

I couldn’t stand the look in his eyes. 
It drove into me so sharp and hurting, 
I turned away. Regardless of Benny’s 
plea, I felt cheated, as if he’d married 
me under false pretenses. I’d trusted my 
whole future to him and look how he’d 
betrayed me! “I—I can’t think straight 


now, Benny. Just leave me alone. Alone 
with my son.” 
There was a terrible space of silence. 


” 


“He’s my son, too,” and with that re. 
mark to chew at me, he left. 

Finally, when we started home to our 
farm, I was as troubled and unsettled 
as the weather whirling around me. 
Tumbleweeds bounded and wheeled up 
against fences and red sand from the 
Panhandle colored the world an uncanny 
red. Animals, with a sixty mile wind 
beating at them, stood forlorn and 
hunched up alongside the highway. It 
was a terrible day in my life. 

At home Benny and | ate in silence. 
Outside the wind howled and beat at 
our farmhouse till the walls seemed to 
be breathing. Tonight that crib in there 
was empty—and suddenly it was too 
much to bear. I was crying again but 
no sounds came out. 

Benny walked around the table and 
put his hand on my back. Then, after 
awhile, he put his hands under my arms 
and lifted me to my feet. “Oh, Peggy,” 
he groaned and caught me close. He 
pulled my head back and looked into my 
streaming eyes and after a minute he 
bent down and finger-tipped the tears 
from my checks, “I love you,” Benny 
whispered. He wanted to get romantic— 
now! 

| wrenched free of him. I could feel 
nothing and I told Benny so. “I feel dead 
inside, Benny.” 

Benny’s answer was ragged. “I need 
you, Peg. Tonight I need you.” 

“Tonight, Benny, I feel a million 
miles from you .. .” 

So that’s how our night ended—the 
two of us sharing the same bed but di- 
vorced in spirit. 


What kind of woman would cheat on a sick 


man, I thought, my mind filling with self- 


loathing. But I was young, I could still love— 


what I did was wrong, but [ couldn’t help myself 
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You do something, then after a lot 
of repeating, it gets to be a habit. It 
was that way with Benny and me. Even 
after the tests proved Benny was still 
inactive and not responsible for Butch- 
ie’s illness, I told myself Butch had in- 
herited Benny’s weakness. In short, | 
blamed Benny. 

But Benny blamed himself enough. 
He refused to place our son in a state 
sanitarium but instead had him taken 
care of in a fine private institution. And 
to pay for this, Benny took a second 
job on the next farm. By headlights at 
night Benny plowed half the night. Lots 
of times he’d climb into bed as the 
roosters were crowing, only to haul him- 
self out again after a two-hour rest. 

I should have realized, cared enough 
to realize, that my husband was working 
too hard. But all I saw was the money 
rolling in, the money that would heal 
my baby and bring him back to me. 
That was all I lived for—Butchie’s re- 
turn. 

Butch’s absence wedged Benny and I 
further apart. I felt as if my baby might 
feel deserted, alone, in that hospital, 
and I couldn’t bear to make love while 
my son was away, so sick, so lonely. All 
I could think of was my little sick baby 
and after awhile, after I’d refused Ben- 
ny so many times, he stopped trying to 
make love to me. He threw himself into 
work, work, work and left me alone. 

And moon I did. I was only happy 
when we made the hundred mile drive 
to see Butch and I could hold him in 
my arms. Between our visits, | wrote 
daily letters, sent toys and clothing. 
Everyone, everywhere heard from me 
about my son. People talked and every- 
where I went, pitying stares gave me 
comfort. 


PRING was in full-leaf when I re- 

ceived news that Butch was progress- 
ing well. Soon he’d be able to come 
home! For the first time in months |] 
felt a woman’s need for Benny. | 
couldn’t wait for him to get in from 
work. I raced out the door and across 
the yard, chickens squawking before my 
flying legs. I almost leaped the barbed 
wire fences, | was so happy. Butchie 
home again! 

Benny was plowing one of our fields 
near the house. I heard the rumble of his 
tractor as it chewed toward me. I waved 
my hands frantically and finally Benny 
looked up. (Continued on Page 65) 


You can’t will yourself to die. 
no matter how much you want 
to. I kept on living, but each 
time I’d touch Butch’s little 
clothes I'd want to end it all 





~T HAD STARTED OUT an ordinary 

day and | didn’t know one telephone 
call was going to change the whole 
course of my marriage. 

“Ellie, | want you to come right down 
to the store,” came Jim’s excited voice 
ver the phone. “Stop whatever you’re 
loing and come.” 

‘What’s the matter?” I asked, 
ilarmed. 

“T’ll tell you when you get here.” 

“But, Jim, I can’t leave the children 


“Bring them along.” 

‘But Mother isn’t feeling well.” 

“Oh, Ellie, for heaven’s sake, you 
won’t be gone long. She'll be all right.” 

| heard the faint tinkle of the bell on 
the door of Jim’s hardware store and 
knew a customer had come in. Abruptly. 
vithout further explanation. Jim hung 


up 


“Who is it, Ellie?” Mother had been 
roused from her nap and her voice was 
fretful. 

“Jim. He wants me down at the 

ore.” 

‘Whatever for?” 

“|! don’t know,” I answered as | hung 
my apron on the kitchen hook and 
smoothed my housedress, wondering if 
t were all right to just throw a coat 
over it. or if I should change. Actually 
| did know what Jim wanted. the ex- 

itement in his voice told me. He must 
want me to look at a house for us. For 
ears he’d been after me to buy a house 
and move away from Mother. A man 
had a right to his own home. but could 
) daughter, in all good conscience, leave 
a mother who was old and ill? When- 
ever Mother tried my patience almost 
beyond endurance and | would feel Jim 
was right, we had to get away, | would 
put myself in her position. I could for- 
see my own daughters grown and mar- 
ried, myself widowed, ill, alone. Would 
they forsake me? When I thought this 
way. guilt and compassion would over- 
whelm me, and I guess then | would 
cater to Mother’s whims even more 
than usual. 

“Sounds ridiculous, calling you in 
the middle of the afternoon.” Mother 
went on irritably. “He knows how busy 
you are.” 

Her voice grated against my nerves 
and I wanted to shout back that it was 
none of her business. my husband had 
a perfect right to call me any time he 
pleased. I bit back the words before 
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How could I leave Mother now that she 
was widowed, ill, alone? It was selfish, 
cruel of Jim to demand it... It was 


almost too late when I learned the truth 


she 
Tried To 





‘All I want is a real 
marriage, like other 
families,” Jim said 
angrily, ‘‘and you 
won't let .us have it. 


You've been trying to 


split us up ever since 


we got married” 
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they escaped my lips. The rocking chair 
squeaked as she adjusted the blanket 
Her face looked 








her knees. 
pinched and drawn and | had to remind 


myself that her arthritis was always 


around 


worse on damp days and she kept to the 
rocker in the kitchen because it was the 
warmest room in the big, old house. 
“Ill take the children so they won't 
bother you,” I said, walking to the foot 
of the stairs and calling up to them. 
Don't leave me alone. You know I 
get nervous.” 
All right. Pll leave the children with 
VOU. ’ 
| went upstairs and settled Gail. age 
four. with a coloring book and crayons. 
and Linda, my two-year-old, with her 


dolls. 
when | left, promising to be quiet and 


They looked busy and contented 


not disturb Grannie. 

There was a strained silence between 
Mother and me as I took my raincoat 
out of the hall closet. Large drops of 
rain splashed against the windshield of 
the old jalopy, as I turned towards 
town, my heart so heavy I had to fight 
I felt sorry for Mother and 


| felt sorry for Jim. He was the kindest 


back tears. 


and best-natured man I’d ever known, 
and | was glad Mother had let me marry 
him, even though I’d once had my heart 
set on another man, Roy Turner. 

But Mother had been right. Roy had 
deserted the girl he’d married and left 
her alone to bring up their little boy. 
Mother had said right from the start 
that he was no good, and even though 
| was crazy about him I gave him up. 
Even now, with a shudder, I could re- 
member the rage Roy had been in when 
| had told him I couldn’t marry him. 

“It’s your mother. She'll ruin your 
No man will be 
you because she 
doesn’t want you to get married. She 


life, Ellie, you'll see. 
good enough for 
wants you to be a servant to her until 
she dies. And you will be, too. You’ve 


24 


no mind of your own, no guts.” 

I was only eighteen at the time and 
Mother had said I was too young to 
know what I wanted. Yet, as the years 
passed and she turned down every boy 
I went out with, I began to wonder. 
Finally I was twenty-three and the girls 
I’'d gone to school with were married 
and had babies. There were no more 
available men in my age group. I knew 
that everybody felt sorry for me. One 
day the minister came to tea, and while 
he was in the parlor with Mother, | 
heard him say something about it being 
wrong to hold back a child from living 
a normal life. 

“I want the best for Ellie. She’s all 
I have since her father died.” Mother 
had started to cry then and the minister 
had tried to console her. But after that 
she stopped going to church—in fact 
she insisted she wasn’t well enough to 
go anywhere. Gradually even the people 
we'd known all our lives stopped visit- 
ing us. 

Well, perhaps somewhere along the 
years I should have taken a firm stand 
with Mother. Yet. who is to say what 
is weakness and what is strength? An 
outsider can judge objectively, but any- 
one who has been involved personally 
knows that right 
and wrong have nothing to do with emo- 


in a similar situation. 


tions. Guilt and compassion may make 
us weak. but each of us has our con- 
science to live with and our God to face. 

Anyhow, just when | was becoming 
resigned to the fate of spinsterhood, 
from out of nowhere, Jim arrived in 
town. He was the plumber’s assistant 
and one winter when the water pipes 
froze. he came to fix them. 

He was soft-spoken and quiet in his 
ways, very much like myself. The mo- 
ment I opened the door for him I liked 
his face. He wasn’t handsome in the 
dark, dashing way that Roy had been. 
but there was a sincerity about him that 
made even Mother take notice. 

After he had worked on the pipes he 
came up to the kitchen where I was 
cooking dinner and sniffed appreciative- 
ly. 

“Didn’t know pretty girls like you 
could cook,” he said. 

Coming from another man it would 
have sounded like a line, but he looked 
so sincere that my heart leaped in grati- 
tude. It had been so long since a man 
had noticed me in that way. 

I’'d grown shy with men those last 





lonely years, but suddenly I felt a spurt 
of courage and invited Jim to dinner. 
He said yes before I could even think 
of what Mother would say, but much to 
my surprise she didn’t seem to mind. 

| thought I had been resigned to a life 
of spinsterhood, but that night, with 
Jim at the kitchen table, I knew | 
couldn’t go on without a man any long- 
er. | cried when I went to bed and my 
body ached with the need to be loved. 
Mother heard me and came in to console 
me and I blurted out my desire for a 
husband and children. 

“Sometimes it’s better to be alone. 
You don’t know what it can be like the 
she said, with a dark hint 
of something not nice in her voice. 
“Your father knew if | became pregnant 
again it might kill me, and still he . . .” 

“Don’t tell me. I don’t want to hear!” 

Mother didn’t say another word. 

A few days later I happened to meet 
Jim in town when I was doing the mar- 
keting and I boldly invited him to din- 


ner again. 


other way,” 


“Sure your mother won't mind?” he 
asked doubtfully. 

“Of course not.” I lied, realizing the 
people in town had been talking to him. 

| prepared the next dinner for Jim as 
if it were a banquet and he said it was 
the best meal he had even eaten in his 
entire life. When Mother left us alone 
in the parlor he told me that he was an 
orphan and had been brought up in 
foster homes, and now, more than any- 
thing in the world, he wanted a wife 
and home of his own. 

Jim came again and again and was 
always very nice to Mother. I think she 
knew that because he’d never known 
his own mother he was prepared to be 
a real son to her. Maybe that’s why she 
didn’t interfere with our marriage. 

Of course I made it clear to Jim that ' 
I couldn’t ever leave Mother and the big 
house and he agreed to live here when 
we married. It was the first real home 
he’d ever had. 

He seemed happy the first years of 
our marriage, always polite and con- 
siderate to Mother and doing any chore 
she asked him. I was happy, too, espe- 
cially when the children came. Perhaps 
Jim wasn’t the lover I had hoped for, 
but then, I figured, this is the way mat- 
riage is and I wasn’t a romantic school- 
girl to be set on fire by a man’s kisses. 
Dimly I remembered the hot passion | 
had felt for Roy, but then knowing how 
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Itwasabeautiful house. 


it would be a 
us. Butoawhat was | 
thinkine? We couldnt 
hus it. we couldnt 


ever leave Mother 





“You can’t serve two masters,” Jim had 
said, and I knew sometime soon I'd have 


to choose—my mother...or my husband 
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wrong it was, I would put those thoughts 
out of my mind and concentrate on how 
good Jim was to Mother and me and to 
our children. 

HE rain was coming down in sheets 

by the time I arrived at the store. I 
parked the car and made a mad dash 
for the doorway. 

Jim was waiting on an old friend of 
Mother’s, Mary MacPherson, testing 
electric light bulbs before wrapping 
them. He smiled when I came in and | 
noticed how happy he looked. But then, 
he always looked happy at the store. 

“How’s your mother?” Mary Mac- 
Pherson asked. 

‘Not too well,” I answered, and oddly 
enough my voice had the same fretful 
quality that Mother’s usually had. 

Mary’s eyes narrowed and her plump. 
good-natured face looked thoughtful. 
“She ought to start coming to church 
again and getting interested in things. 
It'd be much better for her than sitting 
around the house complaining.” 

“But Mary, she isn’t well enough .. .” 
] protested. 

“Humph! She'll outlive all of us.” 
Mary said, but not unkindly. “Looks 
like the rain’s letting up. Guess | can 
make it home now.” 

“Can I give you a lift?” I asked po- 
litely. 

“No dear, a little rain never hurt any- 
one.” Mary gave me a hearty kiss and a 
hug and breezed out the door. If only 
Mother had her good health and energy, 
I thought regretfully. How sad it is that 
the healthy ones never quite understand 
the sick. 

Judson Todd, Jim’s young helper, was 
sweeping the floor. 

“Tend the store, Jud,” Jim motioned 
me to follow him to the back room. He 
closed the door behind us and | sat 
down on the old leather couch that had 
been there when we bought the store 
from Mr. Simpson. Jim sat beside me 
and took my hand. After a brief, uneasy 
silence he spoke. “Ellie, remember the 
house I told you about, the one built for 
that new family supposed to move in 
from Kingston?” 

I nodded. 

“The fellow who bought it is being 
shipped to company offices out west.” 

There was another silence and | 
waited. Finally, with a note of despera- 
tion in his voice, Jim blurted out, “Ellie, 
I want us to have that house.” 

I stared (Continued on Page 51) 
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was nineteen, divorced, and—as far 


men were concerned—completely 


disillusioned. I wanted nothing to do 


vith any of them—nothing at all 


\\ HEN BILL AND DOTTIE offered 
to let me stay with them for the 
nter while I found work and picked 
the pieces of my life, I was glad to 
But | had no illusions about picking 
the pieces of my life—they weren’t 
th it. 
was nineteen years old, divorced, 
as far as I was concerned, I’d had 
No more love or romance for me 
certainly no more men, even casual- 


I'd defied Mother when I was a se- 

and had gone with Dirk Kenton. 
had run off and got married. I was 
top of the world. Dirk and I were in 
were married, and there was 
why we shouldn’t finish 
ool, go on to college. and have all the 


e we 


reason 


of marriage along with it. 

No reason except that Dirk lost in- 
est in anything once he possessed it. 
long as I held him off, he wanted me. 

Vanted me enough to marry me. 
\nd three months later he was want- 
someone else—someone who didn't 
ld him off—and when she got preg- 
int and put it up to him he asked for. 
got, a divorce. Just three weeks 

fter our six-month anniversary. 
So there I was. less than nineteen 
ars old. a high school graduate and a 
ivorcee and I| didn't want to go to col- 
| didn’t want to go any place or do 
thing. Just hide away and nurse my 

terness and disillusionment. 

Life has to go on somehow, though, 
id | wasn’t getting very far in Tren- 
so when Bill and Dottie suggested 
ould come to them in Seabrook and 
work at the new printing plant. I 


was very glad to take them up on it. 

“You'll meet new people out here and 
the change will be good for you.” Dottie 
said. “They're looking for typists. now.” 

I'd taken typing in high school and 
rated tops in the class, so I got the job. 
There were four of us who started the 
same day and we had the same hours so 
we ate lunch together, but when the 
others suggested getting together after 
work | wasn’t interested. 

“You ought to go out, sis,” Bill said 
Bill 


drove an interstate bus and was gone 


when I’d been there two weeks. 


two nights and home two nights. “You 
can’t mope around over that character 
you married the rest of your life. He 
isn’t worth it.” 

“T know he isn’t worth it,” I told him, 
“and I’m not going to get into some- 
thing like that again. I’ve had it.” 

“You're just a kid. Someone else will 
come along and you'll forget you ever 
knew Dirk.” 

“I intend to forget about Dirk,” | 
explained. “But I’m not interested in 
having someone else come along. 
They re all alike.” 

“I object to that.” Dottie said. “Bill 
isn’t like that. 
ent. Jeannie.” 

“Maybe Bill is. But that’s only one.” 


“You could at least go out with some 


Lots of men are differ- 


of the girls you work with,” Bill kept on. 
“Go to a show or to dinner or maybe 
. . ” 
just a gab session. Do you good. 

“If you want me out of the house 
when you’re home, say so.” I told Bill. 
“I can go to a show alone or go out and 
drive around for a couple of hours.” 

“It’s not that,” he said. “I just think 
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ve emie. | «<aid siviv. “I 


nineteen | >» | uess T just didnt expect 


im to be here i |. 


yu’d be happier if you had something rm 


interest you besides working.” 
| had something. A bitterness that 
deeper and deeper into my thoughts 
aking me resent every sign of happi- 
ess | saw in anyone else. Why should 
meone else be happy when my life was 
ished ? 
Most of all I resented the happiness 
Bill and Dottie shared. They had been 
arried two years and you'd have 
hought they were still on their honey- 
on, the way they acted when Bill 
zme home for his two nights. 
So | began to look for flaws in Dottie. 
r things to criticize in her, so Bill 
ould find her less than perfect. So she 
ouldn’t be so glowingly and brazenly 
ppy to see him. 
| tried to make her doubt Bill, too, 
ly she wouldn’t listen. “I know what 
| does on his nights out of town, 
annie,” she told me steadily. “He has 
nner, like I do, listens to the radio or 
itches TV and reads awhile. Then he 
es to bed.” 
‘That’s what he tells you,” I shrugged. 


Billand Dottie acted like 


“Basically men are all alike. Take it from me—I know.” 

, P . “Not necessarily. Lots of boys are alike . . . out for what they can 
they were still on their get or someone tells them is out of bounds. But Bill isn’t a boy.” 
: “Don’t you get tired of being alone while he’s out of town?” I tried 
another tack. “Don’t you wish things were different and you didn’t have 
to sit alone those nights?” 

“I enjoy them, in a way. I have time to read and sew and things like 
that. Then when Bill’s here we can enjoy each other.” 

Bill and Dottie wanted children, | knew. They talked about it ofter? 
tand to see them enough. Only so far nothing had happened. The doctor had told Dotti} 


not to worry. They were young and there was no reason why they shoulda! 


oneymoon. I couldn't 





have children. 

“Sometimes it takes time,” she reported to me, after seeing him for! 
periodic check-up. “He suggested | get a part-time job or something to & 
cupy my thoughts. Said it serves to relax any tension that might build up’ 

“They are hiring part-time night proofreaders at the plant,” I told het 
“Only thing is, you’d have to work every night, not just the ones whe 


happy—it wasn’t fair 
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Bill’s not here. Think you’d still like to work there?” 

“What hours?” 

“From six-thirty to nine-thirty. It’s type that’s set in the afternoon so it 
can be completed by the night shift. This is the rush season and they’re 
doubling up on typesetters.” 

“I'd have to talk it over with Bill,” she said. 

Bill, surprisingly enough, agreed. It was a five night thing and he was 
gone Monday and Tuesday, then again Friday and Saturday nights. so 
she’d only be gone on Wednesday night when he was there. 

Dottie and I had dinner together before she went to work, then I did 
the dishes, cleaned up the kitchen, and got through the rest of the evening 
before she came home. 

Things weren’t getting any better for me. There were lots of unmarried 
men at the plant—some from Wisconsin where the company had been be- 
fore, and some from Seabrook. Some of them asked me for dates and some 
of them tried passes but I wasn’t having any of either one. 

One of them, Sid Varner, was more persistent than the rest. Sid was a 


supervisor, and he could stop at my 
machine and check my work, then ask 
me questions, and no one would think 
anything of it. Sid was one of the dating 
kind, not the passing. 

I kept saying no. Sid was nice-look- 
ing and tall with dark brown eyes. He’d 
come to Seabrook with the company and 
shared an apartment with another man. 

I liked to talk to Sid. It was just that’ 
I wasn’t dating him or anyone else. He 
kept asking, accepted my refusal, and 
stayed on to talk awhile. I found out he 
and his friend took turns cooking, and 
he liked that but hated the dishwashing 
chores. 

I even had coffee break with Sid 
sometimes and I learned a lot more 
about him. He had two sisters and a 
younger brother, had graduated from 
college and gone to work for the print- 
ing company and since he’d worked 
there vacations they gave him the chance 
to come with the new plant as a super- 
visor. 

“T’ll be in line for plant foreman,” 
he told me. “I miss home and the 
things I’ve always known. I'll miss the 
snow again this winter, too.” 

“We have snow here.” 

“I know. Every Wednesday and 
Thursday and then by the weekend 
there’s a mild heat wave on,” he laughed. 
“Up home it snows in October and 
stays on until late March. I sure love 
the snow.” 

That ended that coffee break. Oh, we 
finished the coffee and we talked a little 
more about the weather, but that’s as 
far as I let it go. Dirk had taught me 
enough to last a lifetime. I didn’t want 
any more lessons. 

I did think about Sid, though. More 
than I wanted to. Dottie kept asking 
me if there weren’t some eligible men 
in my department and suggesting I date 
some of them, and the more she sug- 
gested the more irritated I got at her. 

Then Sid was put on the night shift to 
fill in for one of the men who got sick. 

I missed Sid. Missed the coffee 
breaks, missed having him stop and 
talk. Missed seeing his slow grin when 
I got to work each morning. 

Then Dottie mentioned him before 
she went to work one night. “A friend 
of yours at the plant is working nights 
now, Jeannie. Sid Varner. He seems 
awfully nice. How come you haven't 
told us about him?” 

“He’s not a (Continued on Page 54) 








It was 
a high 
price 
im 
few 
lost 
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HE MORNING AFTER the picnic I awakened early. sick with 

fear. Daylight was just creeping in at the window where I| was 
sleeping with my girl friend, Patty Crews. At first I couldn’t think 
where I was. I could only remember about Richard and the camp- 
fire and the night closing in about us. I could still feel Richard’s 
hot breath on my face. Then it all came back to me. The liquor we'd 
had, my hysterical tears, Richard taking me in his arms to comfort 


me, then our unleashed emotions and the painfully sweet scene that 
followed. 

What if I’m pregnant? I thought. How did we get home anyway? 
I rubbed my aching eyes trying to think just what had happened. 
I couldn’t remember anything, only about drinking the spiked cokes. 
How could I tell my mother? It would just about kill her. 

Mother had tried to warn me about the dangers of drinking. Her 
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job as a school teacher took her away from home a lot. She had to 
attend PTA meetings and teacher’s conventions and other events 
that a teacher’s life requires. This gave me a lot of freedom to run 
around with high school kids. Often at parties boys would have a 
jug of liquor and thought it was fun to get the girls to drink. Mother 
was a real fanatic about liquor. She’d say, “Never drink—under 
any circumstances.” So I knew better than to take a drink. But | 
knew lots of kids my age who did. I was fifteen. 

Now as the sun rose on that autumn morning I was terrified by 
what I’'d done and what may have happened to me. I rolled over 
and buried my face in the pillow, sick with despair and misery. | 
made a little moaning sound and Patty turned over in bed and looked 
at me. 

“What’s the matter, Joan? Are you (Continued on Page 61) 





Instead of the lovely church 
wedding Pd always dreamed 
of. with flowers and brides- 
maids. my wedding was a 
painful ordeal. born of 
shame and fear, with a plain 
print wedding dress already a 
bit too snug and a surly, re- 
sentful groom whose breath 
smelled faintly of liquor . 















guy woes steady for as long 


and feels the wav I did about 





he doesnt take it lightly when 





rents break it up. What 1 did 





atural. 1 euess—but that sure 


didnt make it right 


“Why, Buck Jordan,” Coralee said, batting her 
Jashes at me, “aren’t you sweet to drop around 
nd see little old me! Please do come in” 


| ONLY 


Dlayoct 


Al 
LOVE 


I STARED at Diney, figuring she must 

be kidding. But her dark eyes were 
serious—maybe a little scared, too. - 
We'd stopped at her house on the way 
home from school—we always did 
whenever I had a free afternoon, to raid 
the refrigerator, do some homework 
maybe, or just kid around. Her Mom 
and Dad both worked so we had the 
place to ourselves. 

“T just don’t get you,” I said, feeling 
as if she’d socked me one on the jaw. 
“Our senior year about over, all these 
important dates coming up. and you 
want to quit going steady!” 

She pulled off her blue scarf, and 
looked ready to cry. “I didn’t say | 
wanted to, Buck. But Mom’s put her 
foot down, and Dad’s backing her up. 
They say we spend too much time to- 
gether and I’m getting too—too—well. 
they call it ‘emotionally involved.’ You 
know what they mean.” 

Sure, I knew. We’d come home from 
a date and step inside to kiss goodnight. 
I'd only mean to stay a minute. but kiss- 
ing her soft lips and feeling her all 
cuddly in my arms made me lose all 
track of time. Next thing we knew her 
Mom or Dad would call from upstairs. 
telling us to break it up, sometimes 
sounding pretty burned. You’d think 
they’d never been young themselves. 

“What's all the beef about?” I asked 
roughly, beginning to burn a little my- 
self. “Don’t they trust us? I’ve never 
yet got out of line, have 1?” That wasn’t 
saying I wouldn’t like to go in for some 
heavier necking sometimes—or that | 
didn’t feel pretty infantile when other 
guys talked about going all the way and 
I had to admit I never had. But when it 
came right down to it, I found I didn’t 
want to do anything that might hurt 
Diney. I loved her too much. 

“They believe you’re decent, Buck,” 
she said softly, “but they say they know 
how it is—they were young once them- 
selves.” 

“Ha! That’s a laugh! My Dad al- 
ways pulls that when he won’t let me use 
the car for fear it'll be out of whack 
when he’s gotta have it for his job. It’s 
okay for me to play chauffeur for an old 








she was all the other — ms 


guys had said. It would : 


be fun just to let go— 


in 


and see haw far I got 


AT LOVE 


bat like Mrs. Thomas and wheel her big black Linc around— 
but he won't let me touch Ais car! Not even after 1 passed with 
a hundred on my driving test. And you know why I’ve been 
kow-towing to that old lady—driving her thirty miles to the 
doctor three times a week, sometimes even having to break our 
dates to take her some place!” 

“Sure. Same reason you deliver papers every morning.” 

“Yeah! Working my fool head off trying to earn enough for 
a car of my own in time to take us to the Senior Prom and the 
picnic and all the rest. And now you can’t date me!” 

“Yes | can—for some of them anyway.” Her voice was small 
and shaky now. “Mom didn’t say we can’t go together at all. 
We can have one date a week. but if | go out more than that it 
has to be with somebody else. And you can't come in the house 
after we walk home from school—or stand outside talking 
either. But they said you could stop in long enough today for 
me to explain.” 

“Well, that was nice of them! And now that we’ve had one 
date this week I suppose you can’t go to the Spring Frolic with 
me Friday night?” 

“I'm sorry, Buck—honest. And I hope you won't be mad. 
but Mom told Mrs. Cooper at church yesterday that | had to 
quit going steady, so last night Dan phoned about Friday 
night—” 

“And you re going with him!” I cut in, beginning to feel 
absolutely sunk. Dan Cooper was one of the senior wheels, and 
he didn’t have to earn his car. His dad gave it to him, free, 
gratis, for nothing—and let him use his credit card for gas. 

“IT told you I'm sorry.” Diney whimpered. “I didn’t want—” 

“Like fun you didn’t! Maybe you cooked this whole deal up 
with your folk because you're tired of dull dates with me! 
Well okay, have it your way—but don’t expect me to huddle in 
the gloom—or settle for one lousy date a week! It might as 
well be none and make a clean sweep. I'll find me another 
chick—some real crazy pigeon like—well. like Coralee Smith!” 

I didn’t exactly grab Coralee’s name out of a mental hat. 
She'd been eying me lately with a real interesting look and I'd 
heard she was some babe on a date—knew how to hand a guy 
a real thrill. Maybe I wouldn’t have to settle for this cautious 
sort of necking the wiser guys considered infantile. Besides. | 
almost felt like taking a punch at Diney, and with Coralee’s 
reputation, a date with her would have the same effect. 

“Coralee?” Diney sort of gulped. “But, you wouldn’t—! 
mean I’ve heard that she—” 

“Sure, I’ve heard, too. But she’s not up for grabs—you gotta 
have something on the ball to get a date with her, but if she 








give me a laugh if she turns you down!” 

“She won't, baby. If she’s taken for 
Friday I'll get her on the next bounce.” 
Then, still feeling sarcastic. | added, 
“So long, kid—it was nice knowing 
you.” and took off. 

Soon as I hit the cool air outside | 
knew I’d been a jerk to quarrel with her 
just because her folks laid down the law. 
But I’d committed myself now and 
meant to go through with it. so | ankled 
a couple of blocks out of the way to stop 
by Coralee’s on the way home. The 
sooner | broached her. the better. Luck- 
ily this wasn’t my day to take Mrs. 
Thomas anywhere. 

Thinking of the guff I’d taken from 
that old lady, and the things I’d missed 
at school just to earn money for a car 
to date Diney made me burn all over 
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again. Of course I wanted a car for 











» fal when | went up to college next year so 
1 the I could come home for weekends. But 
I'd have all summer to earn more 
= money. | wouldn’t have given up foot- 
+ all. ball last fall, after the coach had me 
at 2 slated for quarterback, if | hadn’t been 
oul so hot to buy a car in time for the spring 
king shindigs. 
fe I strolled up to Coralee’s house and 
rang the bell. She opened the door, and 
oa smiled at me—real friendly. She batted 
will her lashes and gave me a real come-on 
look as she pulled the door wide. “Why 
— Buck Jordan! Aren’t you sweet to drop 
d to around and see little old me! Wanta 
del come in?” 

; I was already in, trying not to wrinkle 
Sail nape tema my nose at the odd smell that hit me 
an along with warmth from an open gas 
frail heater. 
gas. “Siente-se!” she said, as if to remind 
_— me we were in Spanish class together. 
1 up I followed her (Continued on Page 57) 
me! : 
le in really goes for you. she—well. she real- 
it as ly goes.” 
ther Diney’s chin had been going higher 
th!” with every word | spoke. Her cute little 
hat. nose was practically pointing at the ceil- . 
| I'd : ing as she turned away and said, real It seemed like it was much easier for me to mess up my | 
By | stiff a formal, “All right, Mr. Buckley life than for most people—it was the only talent I had. 

S at’c ; ; 

7 et If that’s the kind of dating you But this time I couldn’t seem to straighten it out at all 
jee’s “Yeah! That’s the kind! I’m tired of 
being a cold cut!” 
—I “Okay!” She turned back to me, her 
eyes flashing. “Then it’s a good thing 
otta § we're breaking up! Go date Coralee if 
she you're looking for wolf bait—but it'll 








OW WOULD YOU FEEL if sud- 

denly your phone rang in the mid- 

lle of the night and a strange voice told 
u that your husband lay at the point ‘ 

f death in a New York hospital, the it’ T h 
victim of bullets from a woman’s gun? Ss Oo ul 3 
Would you lose faith in him when you 
were told that the woman had said, “I 


ove him”? 
It would be hard for me to say that : oO Be 


terrible thoughts didn’t race through 

y mind as I hurriedly threw some 

lothes into a suitcase and raced to 

atch a plane for New York to be at the Th Ws if 
bedside of Jackie Wilson, the man I e ! eS 
married ten years ago and have loved 

ver since. I wanted to be there holding 


his hand and praying that God would 4 
et him live, as doctors labored over him Of A Sta r 
n a desperate attempt to keep life in his 
body during those first twelve critical 
ours. 
Being the wife of a star isn’t easy, and : ; 
| think I would have collapsed, or gone Sy Mrs. Jackie Wilson 
ompletely to pieces, if I hadn’t steeled (as told to Major Robinson) 
yself some time ago for just such a 
moment. Like all women who marry 
public figures and people in the lime- 
light, I had to realize that at all times I 
must be prepared to face unpleasant, 
sometimes heartbreaking news. Our 
men belong to the public, and we must 
uffer the good and the bad times with ks 
them. It’s like the wife of a policeman or fireman kissing her husband goodh 
at the door as he leaves for work and 
wondering—until he returns home safe 
ly—if that will be the last embrace. — 
Being the wife of Jackie Wilson a 
the mother of four children has its re 
wards, it’s true, but it also has its x - 
At 3 o'clock on the morn- ments of misery. Since he is in big * 
ing of February 15. rock mand by hundreds of thousands of -_ 
‘n’ roll singer Jackie Wil- agers all over the country, the chili 
son was critieatls injured —Jackie Denice 10, Sandra Kay : 
when a Harlem fan. shot Jackie Jr. 7, and Anthony Duane ys 
him twice. in the thigh don’t see as much of him as they we " 
ind stomach. as he ae like to, or as they should. 1 know § é 
; they are being deprived of a real father, 
turned from a late show. . 3 
which is important to them as theyre 
growing up, but there’s nothing I can d¢ 
about it. And his absence from ouf 
Highland Park home (near Detroit) 
doesn’t lessen our love for him one it. 
Performing at a one-nighter shortly before night of And then there’s the problem of wy e 
near-fatal attack, singer Jackie Wilson displays unique People often ask me if 1 worry abow! 
singing style that made him huge success. Giving his “other women.” This seems to be tt 
all to every show, Jackie incites fans to near hysteria. foremost question in their minds whe 








Four children of singer are (left to right) 
Jackie Denice 10, Jackie Jr. 7, Sandra 

8, Anthony Duane 3. Children, says 
Mrs. Wilson, do not see as much of 
famous father as they would like to, or 
should, must remain at home while he is 
“Oi the road traveling around the country. 


they meet me, and I would like to set 
them straight on this question. 

Jackie and I had been keeping com- 
pany since we first met in high school. 
In fact, he was my only boy friend. My 
mother, Mrs. Lethia Hood, didn’t let me 
run around with a lot of different fel- 
lows. But with Jackie she relented under 
his charm and knack of persuading. He 
told her that someday he wanted to mar- 
ry me, and I guess she knew he meant 
it. Ours was a childhood love and the 
years have only seen it grow and ma- 
ture. I know he’s a celebrity and sought 
after by thousands of women, and I 
know that my role in his life calls for 
confidence and understanding. But I 
have heard women say that they don’t 
understand how I can let so many wom- 
en make such a big thing over him while 
I assume the background role. Well, lis- 
ten, I know that those songs he sings on 
stage and TV are meant for your ears— 
as a singer Jackie makes his money that 
way and you are his public—but I have 
no fear that his life is not wrapped up 
in us—his family. Every vacation he 
manages to get is spent with us in our 
fourteen-room apartment. And watch- 
ing him play with his brood I often get 








feeling that “there’s the world’s greatest father.” And 
children in turn look up to him with admiration and 
ect. So. as far as worrying about other women, | just 
t bother. 

metimes | wonder what I would do if I were not con- 
t to remain in the background. What could I do in the 
front of his life? I can’t sing. dance or tell jokes, so | 
| add nothing, in a theatrical sense. to his starry career. 
e | have children and am intensely interested in their 
ringing, | know that’s where I belong. Rearing children 
easy job, as any mother can tell you. They ask a mil- 
questions, need assurance that they’re loved, and grow 
better adjusted under a parent’s steady guidance. Should 
:ve them at home with their grandparents while | troop 
over the country with 
ckie? No, I decided some 
ago that since I’m not 
ious to share the limelight, 
|| stay in Detroit where I’m 
If | were the insanely 
lous type, maybe I would 
nt to be with my husband 
every minute of the day. But I 
know that that wouldn’t really 

ve anything. 
ure, my phone rings often 
calls from women I have 
er met, who wish to bend 
ear with some malicious 
sip about my husband. My 
mula for dealing with them 
simply slam down the phone. 
\fter this treatment a few 
they usually get the mes- 
sage. The world is filled with 
ple like this who seek to 
hurt you. Evidently they’re not 
happy with their lives, so they 
to wreck yours, too. I 
learned early in church that 
u should help your fellow- 
not hurt him. I guess 
weren't fortunate enough 
» learn this also, and for this 
son | have only pity for 


On the other hand, I receive 
iany friendly calls and letters from members of the many 
lackie Wilson fan clubs scattered across the country. These 

young people who find in Jackie a sincere and devoted 

end. They like him because to them he’s more than a 

bigtime celebrity. He’s a big brother too. They write me 

letters. they are kind and considerate, they inquire after my 

hildren’s health and mine. and they ask if Jackie is dressed 

irmly enough for the cold weather while he’s on tour. 

| since his recent accident, they’ve been a source of great 
niort to me. 

When | arrived in New York with my mother-in-law, Mrs. 
liza Lee, they were waiting for us. They’ve been on an 
round-the-clock tour of duty, ready to cater to my every 

If | wanted something from the store they were there; 


Getting pulse checked by male nurse Maurice Hamilton just 
after returning home from 34-day confinement in New York's 
Roosevelt Hospital, Jackie is eager to get back to work again. four years, 


when I needed to answer the more than 10,000 letters and 
telegrams he’s received. they were on hand to supply the 
manpower. Their kindness to me far outweighs any little 
acts of spite from a few resentful people. 

Loneliness is something that, I think, enters everyone’s 
life at some time, and I’ve had my share. It strikes married 
and unmarried women alike. Sure. there are times when | 
long for the sound of Jackie’s voice resounding through our 
hallways, or his warm laughter over some private little joke 
with me. But then I realize that I must share him, and | 
turn to other things to while away the hours. I have learned 
to live with his absence now for ten years and it seldom 
crosses my mind anymore—I can find happiness in prepar- 
ing a life for our children. Someday when he tires of the 
road, those strenuous tours and 
the cries of the crowd, he will 
settle down and we'll live a 
contented life like any other 
married couple. 

What few people understand 
is that Jackie has always been 
popular with people, men and 
women. This sharing him is 
not something new, not some- 
thing I had to learn after mar- 
riage. During our school days 
he was singing with the Ever- 
Ready gospel singers. His first 
ambition was to be the world’s 
best known gospel singer. But 
as time passed he began to lean 
more toward popular tunes, 
and even entered amateur 
shows. I can remember vividly 
one night heading home with 
him after he had won first prize 
in one of these amateur shows. 
Two or three girls stopped him 
for autographs and he turned 
to me and said, “Don’t worry, 
honey, my first love is you al- 
ways.” And that’s the way it 
has been ever since. Even when 
he joined Billy Ward’s Domi- 
noes and stayed with them for 
I never doubted 

him. His stay with the Ward 
men was my first experience in not having my husband 
around for long periods of time. But I realized even then 
that if he was to rise above the flock of just another singer 
and really make it big, then I must make sacrifices, too. 

I never knew the girl who was responsible for Jackie be 
ing shot as he tried to disarm her outside his apartment. 
Rather than revenge or malice, I can only feel sorry for her. 
Her attachment to Jackie is one that I can understand—he’s 
the type of man that hundreds of girls imagine themselves 
in love with. And I surely can’t go around hating every git! 
who thinks she’s in love with him. I’m sure that the young 
lady will get over her feeling in due time, and I agree with 
my husband’s wanting to help her in any way that he can, 
and not prosecute her. 
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the 
little 
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id I : ' ; Getting comfort from fans and well-wish- 
ers, Mrs. Wilson, with mother-in-law Mrs. 
Sail y Eliza Lee, reads numerous telegrams, let- 

ters (held by Leroy Griffith). Fans, says 
par- F Mrs. W., look up to Jackie as a big brother. 


een Dynamic style launched career of Jackie 
and who was one-time welterweight prize fighter 
before deciding on a singing career. 


me- Greeting pet puppy as he returns from hospital, Jackie displays some of old 
exuberance, Singer began career as a gospel singer, soon switched to pop- 
ular tunes and joined Billy Ward’s Dominoes where he remained for four 
years. Jackie has been traveling “on the road”’ more than at home ever since. 


nd My faith in Jackie still remains as 
en § strong as ever during these trying days. 
er And his attentions to me have never 
wavered. Are people to break up their 
ye lives when some misfortune strikes 
nt. them? If so, then they didn’t listen care- 
T. fully to the vows they took when the 
’s preacher asked them, “Do you take each 
es other for better or for worse, in sickness 
irl and in health, till death do you part?” 
ig When I answered, “I do” I meant it, and 
th nothing will ever shatter the dream 
n, house that Jackie and I live in. 
THE END 








He never came near me until... 










I discovered Nadinola 


—THEN HE DISCOVERED ME! 


Give romance a chance! Don’t 
let a dull, dark complexion de- 
prive you of popularity. Don’t 
let oiliness, which helps to cause 
blackheads, cheat you of charm. 
Chase away those bad-complex- 
ion blues with NADINOLA Bleach- 
ing Cream. Nothing will improve 
your skin faster, in more different 
ways! 


Centains wonder-working A-M! 
This remarkable medicated ingre- 
dient of NaADINOLA works within 
the skin to brighten and lighten 
it, helps combat blackheads and 


NADINOLA = 


BLEACHING CREAM 


Just one jar will make your complexion brighter, "wily. Brightens skin, 
clearer, lighter and lovelier. 


externally caused pimples. Soon 
your skin feels cleansed and 
cleared, smoother and _ softer, 
glowing and glamorous. Friends 
will say you look years younger! 


Effective but oh, so gentle! Napi- 
NOLA acts so positively yet is so 
kind to your skin that we guar- 
antee you'll be pleased or your 
money back! There are two types 
of NADINOLA—one for oily skin 
and the other for dry skin. Choose 
the type that is right for you. 
Buy it confidently, use it happily. 
NapIno.ta, Chattanooga, Tenn. 





Ss 


FOR OILY SKIN FOR DRY SKIN 
Nadinola Deluxe is The original Nadinola 
is enriched with fine 
lessens shine at the cosmetic oils to relieve 
same time. 7Sc to $2 dryness. 25c to $1.25 



































Poetry Corner 


Love To A Loved One In 


Service 
I send my love to you 
On the ray of each shining star, 
Far o’er a sea of boundless blue 
It will find you, wherever you are. 
I send my love to you 
With the ocean’s dashing foam, 
And I breathe a prayer for you 
As I stand on the shore alone. 
I send my love to you 
In the sigh of the whispering wind 
As the lonely nights go by 
My love to you I send. 
—Roberta Wrain 





How About You? 
You slammed the door, 
I stamped the sill, 


Took down the moon 


From off the hill... . 


And now when you 
Go passing by 
I hold my chin 
So firm and high— 


But longing flares 
With aching flame 
And stormy sweetness 
Calls your name. 


—Gladys Martin 





Primitive 
What can I give 
My love as a token? 
A gift so enduring .. . it 
Could never be broken .. . 
Untarnished, untamed 
As a mountain river 
That sings to the stars 
Forever and ever .. . 
I search the wide world 
To bring my true love 
A gift no other 
Ever dreamed of, 
The gift unique— 
What could it be? 
Eternally his . . 
Me. 
—Viola Gardner 
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HEN SUMMER ROLLS around and the balmy breezes seem 
to make you feel so lazy that preparing meals is a problem, 
why not try something new and easy to make, too? Tasty, low 
calorie salads that will quench the thirst of parched throats and 
keep the waistline from bulging are not really difficult to make. 
Diets need not be common and tasteless—they should be as 
glamorous as any other meal. The Hawaiian Fruit Salad shown 
below is an excellent example—tasty, attractive and flavorful, it 
is still low in calories. Fresh strawberries, melon balls, and fresh 
pineapple cubes are mixed with low calorie French dressing and 
then served in a pineapple half. 





Salade Frenchette. Try mating the tangy red 
Italian onion, crisp pungent green pepper and the 
succulent tomato with low calorie French salad 
dressing. To make, slice the tomatoes and make 
rings with the green peppers and onions. Mix to- 
gether and add French salad dressing, for a dish 
fit for any king. queen, and all the offspring. 


4 


sated Mushrooms Italian 
Here’s dieting with a flair. 
lb. fresh button mush- 
saucepan with 1 6-oz. 
low cal. Italian dressing, 
hicken broth, 1 crushed 
love, 1 bay leaf, 1 tsp. 
»semary, %4 tsp. grated 
d, 1 whole clove, Yo tsp. 
then let stand till cool. 
mushrooms in marinade. 


s Carrots. Here’s a salad 
ht-watchers that satisfies 
r, and tastes as well as 
Dressing heightens flavor 
cooked vegetables. To 
ape | bunch carrots and 
rounds. Boil in salted 
20 min. Drain, and add 

ie Italian salad dressing 
opped parsley. Serves 4. 
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Marinated Broccoli and Artichoke. The chefs of two of New York’s finest restaurants 
created these delicate salads for summer menus. Diet .watchers can rest assured that 
the caloric count is practically negligible. They are made with frozen broccoli and 
canned artichoke halves marinated in Italian dressing for a delightful, nutritious meal. 


Beef Salad Bowl. This hearty main dish salad (above) is for 
weight-watchers who love good eating. It is made with thin 
slices of cold beef, onion rings, boiled egg wedges and tomato 
slices, marinated with low calorie French dressing. Served with 
coffee and dessert it makes an excellent and wholesome meal. 


Garbanzo Salad Italian Style. Here’s a distinctive dish (left) 
for a simple or elegant meal. To make, drain I can chickpeas, 
place in bowl, and add 1 cup Italian dressing. Allow to marinate 
in refrigerator for several hours, stirring occasionally. Just be- 
fore serving, toss with 2 tbsp. freshly ground parsley. Serves 4-6. 
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Huang-Ti” pattern (above) will enhance any furnishings, has back- 
und of Chinese coins on silk texture. Is made of new stainprooj vinyl 
price about $7.50 a roll. Accessories from Flairtime by Silvestri. 
curiant floral design of wallpaper and matching fabric (below) makes 
listinctive room. Moderately priced, it comes in chic blue, lavender. 
und green combination. Accessories are by E. D. Leavitt Co. and Syroco. 
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CLEAN HOUSE 
FOR SUMMER 
WITH NEW 
WALLPAPER 





HEN SUMMER comes and things 

begin to look drab and old, bright- 
en up that “problem” room with a gay. 
modern wallpaper. Today, style and 
sophistication in wall coverings are no 
longer reserved for upper-bracket. ex- 
pensive homes. The new collections fea- 
ture wallpaper in a moderate and low- 
price range that offers high fashion col- 
orings, techniques and motifs. 

One of the newest and most unique 
wall coverings is a stainproof vinyl 
fabric product called “Endura-Cloth.” 
which is guaranteed to withstand 25.000 
scrubbings, and all stains, including 
grease, cold cream, crayon and indelible 
ink, can be easily removed with soap and 
water. 

Colors have become diffused and 
subtle and result in a soft, pleasing all- 
over tone. And for chic new sophistica- 
tion, try making drapes in a matching 
pattern and fabric. 


| 





“Garden Walk” (left) has 
subtle colorings, much versa- 
tility. Comes in three color 
combinations, sells for $2.75 
a roll. “T’ang” (right) has silk 
texture overlaid with Chinese 
figures for luxury look. Colors 
are accented lightly with gold. 





Ma, “ “Forty Flowers” from new ready-pasted col- 
PD lection features cluster of flowers held to- 
ee 5 gether with ribbon framework. Scaled for to- 

day’s smaller rooms, it sells for $1.89 a roll. 


Stencil-like “Butterflies” is a gay note for rooms with predomi- 

nantly feminine point of view. Made from stainproof Endura-Cloth, 

it comes in two-color combinations: white with cerise and grey 
with turquoise. Accessories are from Mottahedeh & Sons. 














Longer hair may now be yours 
...nere is your 
=Raveen. 


HAIR AND SCALP CONDITIONER 


* Gives your hair a softer, longer, more luxurious, satin-like look! 
* Helps check dry scalp, splitting hair and breaking ends! 


* Helps protect hair from moisture, 
dryness and dandruff! 









* “Thank goodness 

&=' for New RAVEEN! 

=? it makes my hair 
look longer, 

more beautiful and 

more glamorous!” 

/ says HELEN WILLIAMS, 


famous model and — 
cover girl 





Bea 
Raveen 
beauty! 


Look for Raveen at your favorite 
drug store or cosmetic counter 
You'll generally find New RAVEEN 


—in a prominent location wherever you are accustomed to buying your hair prepora- 
tions and other cosmetics. Your eye will be attracted to the beautiful RAVEEN display box. 
And you'll probably find that the sales person behind the counter will enthusiastically recom- 
mend that you use New RAVEEN. So, be on the lookout for it the very next time you visit 
your favorite drug store or cosmetic counter. 


If you can’t find New RAVEEN ~ us: sens 
$1.25 Ithis includes $1.00 for RAVEEN, 10c for luxury tax and 15c for postage) to: SUPREME 
PRODUCTS CO., 624 South Michigan Avenue, Chicago 5, Illinois. We'll ship your New 
RAVEEN to you ef once, postpaid. We'll ship C.0.D., if desired. 


Attention Dealers—i your wholesaler has not yet stocked 
New RAVEEN, send us his name and address and we'll see that he gets some in 
at once. 


Money Back Guarantee_,., must be completely 
satisfied with the results secured from your very first jar of New RAVEEN . . . or send the 
unused portion bock to us together with the name and address of the store where you bought 
it and we'll refund your full purchase price promptly. 


SUPREME BEAUTY PRODUCTS CO. + 1888 S. Michigan Ave. - Chicago 16, 11 

























Slimming Styles 
for Chubby 
Little Girls 





"PS See BOTEAR will help the 

little girl who carries a bit of weight 
to look attractive and well-groomed at 
all times by carefully selecting the right 
kind of clothes. 

There is no reason why a plump little 
girl needs to dress differently from other 
girls her age. She can and should wear 
smart clothes. Don’t try to squeeze her 
into clothes too small or alter a dress 
and lose its original lines, or choose 
clothes too old for her age bracket. Dark 
clothes make her look smaller, but they 
are discouraging. There are many bright 
colors now in smart clothes specifically 
designed to de-emphasize chubbiness. 

The sun and swim suit below is made 
Se a 
ming effect, and bodice has 
» Comes in gay colors, 
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Perfect for summer vacation wardrobe, bermuda shorts (left) are 
worn with matching sleeveless tunic made of random cord cotton. 
The outfit may be worn with or without smart striped broadcloth 
blouse. Ropelike cord belt sets off casual, relaxed lines of the tunic. 










Ready for travel, the chubby young miss wears a smart 
jacket and dress outfit in pin-checked Arnel. Jacket has 
side button effect, and dress has wide inverted pleats. 
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practical and pretty, multicolored 
lrip-dry cotton dress can be worn 
ind. Piping at neck and sleeves 
pleated cummerbund. About $6. 
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The coordinated story for the chubby little miss is shown in 
this gay striped knit shirt, worn with a well tailored, flared cotton 
cord skirt. Skirt has smart pull-through belt. Outfit is about $8. 














The overblouse look for little girls on the chubby side is 
shown in this pin-checked outfit. Skirt has wide box pleats, 
blouse is made of contrasting color with narrow pin-checked 
stripes, tiny bow at top. Overblouse features relaxed look. 
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Special dress jor summer parties is made of Dacron organza. Dress is 
sleeveless with pin-tucked bodice. Daintily embroidered bouquets are 








appliqued on the shoulder and near the hemline. Dress comes in blue 
or yellow, combines slim styling with “little miss” look. About $13. 











“Light up your 
kin with beauty” 


says famous model Helen Williams 


Me oman 
Sy 
ae 


Completely non-irritating—yet leaves skin looking 
lighter, refines pores, does away with oily shine! 


Glamorous Helen Williams is as famous in Paris, 
where she recently modeled, as in New York! 
Helen says, ‘‘I love the light, golden look Pond’s 
/anishing Cream gives my skin. It feels so sooth- 
ng, too!"’ This gentle cream never irritates as 
harsh bleaching creams do. It smooths and 
softens your skin! 
Checks oiliness to discourage blackheads, too! 
Light, greaseless Pond’s Vanishing Cream re- 
fines pores, prevents oily shine. Use it by itself 
give your skin a velvety finish, or as a base to 
keep make-up flawless. Light up your beauty 
with Pond’s Vanishing Cream! 
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_ Be Safe From Polio 
By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 





Instructor in Pediatrics 


Northwestern University 


ITH the onset of the polio season, 
it might seem tedious to keep re- 
peating that polio can strike anyone. 





Most mothers are quite aware of the 
danger of polio, and are also conscious 


that for their children’s protection they 
must have three Salk vaccine shots, and 
at intervals after that a booster shot. 

But how many mothers, and especial- 
ly ones who are expecting babies, neg- 
lect themselves? Statistics show that 
pregnant women are most susceptible to 
the polio virus, with it often striking 
them in its most deadly form. 

It is true that paralytic polio has de- 
clined, but there are still far too many 
young men and women between the ages 
of 20 and 40 who have not been pro- 
tected by Salk vaccine, and these young 
people are often parents with children 
to provide for and protect. Nothing is 
more tragic than a young family de- 
prived of mother or father because of 
crippling polio. 

On the other hand, men often think 
of polio as a disease that can strike 
everyone but them. That this is not true 
has been proved over and over. Our late 
President Franklin D. Roosevelt was a 
mature young man in excellent physical 
condition when he was stricken by this 
dread crippler. It is the duty of women 
to see that not only they themselves and 
their children are protected, but also 
that their breadwinners, the husbands 
and fathers of their families, are also 
protected. 

Salk vaccine is plentiful and highly 
effective, although the oral vaccines are 
not yet in full supply. Free or very in- 
expensive polio shots are available for 
the entire family through neighborhood 
clinics or city health centers. There is 
no problem of cost . . . the problem is 
getting started. The time for immuniza- 
tion is right now. Make sure that your 
entire family is safe . . . including the 





man who pays the bills. 
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She Tried To Wreck Our Marriage 


(Continued from Page 25) 


at him stupidly, vaguely remembering 
hearing that it had only two bedrooms, 
just two, one for us and one for the chil- 
dren. We weren’t allowed to have any 
more children because I’d almost died 
giving birth to Linda. Doc Yates had 
warned me—another pregnancy might be 
fatal. “What about Mother?” I asked 
when I at last found my voice. 

“That’s just it,” he said dully and his 
jaw set in a hard way that frightened me. 
“Does she keep on running our lives or do 


we have a real marriage, like other 
families ?” 
I was so confused I couldn’t think 


straight. Even though in my heart I knew 
he was justified, still I couldn’t help feel- 
ing that he was selfish and ungrateful. If 
it were not for Mother Jim never would 
have had the money to buy the store. 
She’d loaned him the money out of Fa- 
ther’s insurance. In the six years we'd 
been married she would not take one cent 
for rent. Naturally, because of her gen- 
erosity we were now able to afford a house 
of our own and thereby desert her. How 
cruel! Not that she was even wealthy, far 
from it. In fact, we had to close off two 
wings of the house to save on fuel, but 
she’d always said that as long as her chil- 
dren were beneath her roof it would be an 
insult to accept rent from us. And now 
Jim was accusing her of running our lives. 

“T know what you’re thinking,” Jim said, 
and told me in words practically every 
thought that had been running through 
my mind. “We bought this store with her 
money .. . we live rent-free. That’s her 
way of holding on to you, don’t you see? 
You do all the work around the house and 
instead of a salary, you get a roof over 
your head, that’s all.” 

My emotions switched suddenly, swing- 
ing over to Jim like a pendulum. I was 
sorry for him. He’d been brought up in 
foster homes; he didn’t know the way it 
was with a family. 

“We don’t figure things that way, Jim,” 
[ said softly. “We do for each other what 
we can. Mother’s too ill to run the house, 
so I do it. That doesn’t make me a maid. 
It’s my home, too. Some day it’ll be ours.” 

But he wasn’t listening. “That new mill 
they’re building a mile away from your 
mother’s house. All those people will need 
a place to live. That big old house could 
be cut up into apartments and give her an 
Income. She could have a maid-companion 
to take care of her.” 

“My grandfather bought that house. 
It’s full of memories for Mother. We can’t 
ask her to give that up.” 

Jim rose abruptly, “Get your coat and 
come on.” 

Dazedly I followed him out of the store 
and into the station wagon. It had stopped 


raining and the world around us was wet 
and fresh and cleansed. We drove in 
heavy-hearted silence for awhile, then Jim 
turned down a short, unpaved road. Ahead 
of us, in a little clearing, I saw the new 
house, a two-story white shingled affair, 
fresh as paint, with enough woods around 
it to plant a garden and make a smooth 
lawn. In spite of my misery, my heart 
leaped. In silence we walked up the three 
short steps to the small porch and then 
Jim pulled out a key and inserted it into 
the lock. 

He stepped aside to let me through. I 
just stood and looked at him dumbly. 
Then, as if on an impulse, he lifted me in 
his strong arms and carried me over the 
threshold. 

“Tt’s a little late to carry my bride into 
her new home,” Jim’s voice was thick with 
emotion, “but when I married you I made 
myself a promise that some day . . . some 
day . . .” he choked and tears of pity for 
him sprang to my eyes. And then, the full 
import of his words hit me as he settled 
me on my feet in the small foyer. 


“Jim... you’ve bought this house, 
without asking. without telling me... 
you just went ahead and... oh, how 


could you, how could you?!” 

“T had to, this afternoon, someone else 
was angling for it and I had to move fast.” 

“There are other houses ... I’m your 
wife. I’ve a right to be consulted.” I 
raged. 

“You couldn’t have made up your mind, 
and you know it . . . you damn well know 
it!” 

“Do you think forcing me, dragging me 
forcibly away from Mother will make me 
happy?” 

Suddenly Jim’s face seemed to close in 
away from me, his eyes grew hard. “You 
can’t serve two masters, Ellie, better make 
up your mind, your mother or .. .” 

“T love you both . . . don’t you see?” 

“I’m tired of trying to see,” he said 
coldly, “suppose you take a look at your 
new house and then decide whether or not 
you could be happy in it.” 


FOLLOWED him around the bright, 

charming rooms, nothing wrong any- 
where, so perfect it would be a delight for 
the children, for me, for Jim. And like any 
other woman would, I began to see it with 
my furniture, color schemes floated across 
my vision, my mind set the furniture as it 
should be placed to my satisfaction. For 
a while I was lost with my own plans. 
And I thought of how the children could 
romp and play and make as much noise as 
they wanted to, without being eternally 
scolded for their natural high spirits. 

“Tt’s so near the store I could come 
home for lunch,” Jim was saying excitedly, 
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Taking Orders from 
Friends and Neighbors! 


I need men right now who like 
fine, perfect-fitting suits, and 
can use more money. No ex- 
perience needed. Show latest styles in 
Men’sand Women’s Made-to-Measure 
Suits and Coats to Friends, neighbors, 
fellow-workers, etc. ... take orders and 
MAKE BIG ADVANCE PROFIT ON . 
EACH ORDER ... make up to $40.00 in 

a day, even in spare time! 
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I’ll show you how to get your own personal 
Made-to-Measure Suit in the style, fabric 
of your choice, without paying a penny! 
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@ Coupon for big Valu- 
able Tailoring Kit, jam-packed with scores 
of Actual Sample Fabrics, big last-minute 
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his cold mood passing as he saw me dream- 
ing along with him. “I’d have more time 
for the kids, not see them only at bedtime. 
We'd have more time together, too, Ellie.” 

I looked at his eager face and tears 
blinded me. I’d never seen ‘iim look so 
happy except the time he’d proposed and 
I’d said I would marry him. But then, I 
had told him I could never leave Mother, 
and he had agreed to move in with her. 

“Say, yes, darling, please...” he 
ple ide d 

We were walking into the room that 
would be for the children, a bright room 
with yellow wallpaper and many windows 
and at the sight of this, my fear and guilt 
vanished. 

“All right,” I said, through my tears, 
“all right.” 

Jim pulled me close and with his lips 
against my hair whispered, “I want my 
wife to belong to me. When we go to hed 
[ don’t want to have to worry about leav- 
ing a light on. I don’t want to have to wor- 
ry that when we’re making love somebody 
might knock on the door to ask for aspirin 
or hot milk because she can’t sleep.” 
“That’s unfair, Jim, she can’t help it.” 

I pulled away from him, and sudden 
pity for Mother surged through me. Jim 
didn’t understand. Mary didn’t either, no- 
body did. except me, and now I was de- 
serting her. 
now that my resolution was 
wavering and he cried harshly, “I’ve had 
to make love to my wife in the dark, and 
always quiet because your mother might 
Dammit, you haven’t heen a wife 
You've been a cold woman, Ellie. 
and yet there is a passion in you, I know 
But your mind’s always on your 
mother. even when you’re in my arms.” 

[ drew back as if he had slapped me. 
He was right, there was a passion in me, 
but not for him. It had been there for 
Roy Turner those many ye.rs ago, and 
suddenly my heart ached for that young 
love that was gone forever, that would 
again. only Jim didn’t know and 
blamed poor sick Mother. 


Jim saw 
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I turned away from my husband and 
went to the window where I stared out at 
tall grass glistening in the sunlight that 


had burst forth brilliantly after the rain. 
In a moment Jim was beside me, his arms 
around me. 

“I’m sorry.” he whispered, “I love you 
so. Ellie, and nobody’s ever given me love 
but you. I didn’t mean to hurt you. only 
I want my wife to be mine, all mine.” 

I felt cold even with his arms tight 
around me, and when he began softly to 
kiss my cheek I tried to pull away, but he 
held me tighter and then his lips found 
mine, hungry, demanding, in a way they 
had never been in Mother’s house. For the 
first time [ felt a stirring of desire that 
grew into hot passion and we clung to each 
other as if we’d just found love. This was 
a different man from the one I’d known 
these past six years; not a careful, hesi- 
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tant lover but a virile man pulling at the 
woman in me. the woman I thought had 
died in Roy Turner’s arms the last time 
we'd been together. 

“Let’s go back to the store.” Jim mur- 
mured, “I'll send Jud away and lock the 
door.” 

I laughed shakily, sanity beginning to 
return. “You mean we'll make love on that 
old couch in the back room?” 

“Anywhere, as long as we're alone.” 

“T can’t be away from the children this 
long.” I protested. “Mother can’t handle 
them.” 

Jim kissed me again, softly now. “All 
right. I'll wait. I know the way it will be 
with us, now I know. I can wait a little 
longer.” 

Back at the store Jim helped me into 
my old car. “Listen.” he said. “you'll have 
to tell your mother. Guess I just don’t 
have the courage to tell her myself.” 

Neither have I, I thought. neither have 
EB 

I drove home slowly. my mind and heart 
so torn and twisted that my hands were 
unsteady on the wheel. 


AT HOME T was greeted by the shrill 
~~ sereams of the children and Mother’s 
wails. It seemed the children had gotten 
into a quarrel. had a tussle, and Gail had 
lost a front tooth. Mother was trying to 
wash the blood off the child’s face and 
dress. but Gail was erving too hard and 
Mother’s velling only frightened her, and 
of course Linda cried because her sister 
did. 

At last T got them all quiet and wrapped 
Gail’s tooth in tissue paper to be placed 
under her pillow. in return for which she 
would find a present in the morning. 

While I prepared dinner Mother wanted 
to know why Jim had called me down to 
the store. I turned the tap water on full 
force in the sink and pretended not to 
hear. I’d never learned to lie and for a 
moment I was tempted to blurt out the 
truth. But I just couldn’t. I let the water 
run awhile. It always ran brown at first 
because of the rust in the pipes, and I 
thought of the brand new plumbing in the 
new house and the shiny faucets and the 
new stove and all of a sudden I wanted 
that house as much as Jim did. 

Mother repeated her question and for 
the first time in my life I lied to her. 

“There was a leak in the basement of the 
store and Jim wanted me to wait on cus- 
tomers until he fixed it.” 

“Ridiculous.” Mother snapped. “He’s 
got that boy Jud to help him.” 

And when Jim came home for supper 
she bawled him out for dragging me away 
from my work and the children. Jim 
realized I had lied, and bless him, he 
didn’t say a word. I looked at him grate- 
fully across the table, but his eyes were 
baffled, even though he was silent. He 
knew I was stalling for time, and even 
though he understood, he worried about 
my lack of courage. 


Later, when I helped Mother to bed. my 
heart ached as I saw how difficult it was 
for her to get about. Her arthritis had 
gotten increasingly worse over the years 
and her movements were stiff and painful. 

Every night when Jim came home he’d 
look at me questioningly and I’d avoid 
his eyes. He became silent and distant and 
when we went to bed he no longer reached 
for me in the dark. I knew what he was 
feeling; he’d rather deny himself and me 
until he could have his wife the way he 
wanted her. We became like two stran- 
gers. If Mother noticed anything, she 
never said a word, but if anything she 
seemed happier and a little stronger. 


NE day Charlie Watson, who was a 

building contractor, stopped by. It 
had been years since any neighbor had 
dropped in to visit us and Mother seemed 
pleased to see Charlie. 

“Well.” he said cheerfully, “now that 
Ellie and Jim have that new house. guess 
you'll be ready to talk business about this 
one.” 

Mother stared at Charlie blankly and 
the cup and saucer I was bringing to the 
table fell out of my hands and crashed to 
the floor. Charlie jumped up and helped 
me pick up the pieces. 

“So...” Mother’s voice rasped harsh- 
ly. “so . . . that’s what’s been going on 
behind my back. Secrets, and lies. My 
own daughter, hiding things from me.” 

“Now, now, Helen, don’t lose your tem- 
per.” Charlie spoke soothingly. 

Mother began to wail about how people 
were trying to put her out of her own 
home and finally, seeing the futility of 
trying to reason with her, Charlie left. 
Then she turned her wrath on me, crying 
that I was going to desert her. I hardly 
had a chance to defend myself when her 
anger carried her along to hysteria and 
she vented her wrath out on poor Jim. 
The more I defended him, the more she 
raged. Finally, in despair, I ran out of the 
house, blindly, until I reached the orchard. 
where I flung myself on the grass ex- 
hausted. 

After awhile I heard Gail’s sweet voice 
calling me. “Mommie, Mommie, Daddy’s 
home,” she shrilled out. “He’s awful mad 
and so is Grammie.” 

What was Jim doing home in the middle 
of the day? I rushed back to the house. 
Gail toddling along beside me, looking 
seared. I could hear angry voices even be- 
fore I was in the doorway. They came 
from Mother and Jim, and as Gail had 
said, they were both awful mad. It oc- 
curred to me then that there had never 
been an argument among us and maybe 
that was wrong. Sometimes people have to 
let off steam to clear the air. But this was 
no little quarrel, it was bitier, and as I 
listened, too stunned to say a word, I 
realized they hated each other. 

“You’ve been hoping Ellie and I would 
split up from the time we got married,” 
Jim was saying bitterly. “and you sure 
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tried. Maybe Ellie couldn’t see it, but I 
did.” 

“Nothing of the kind,” Mother ranted, 
“Bllie’s too good for you, but she wanted 
you so I let her have her way. All you 
wanted was my money and you knew Ellie 
was desperate to get married, so all you 
had to do was sweet-talk her. I saw what 
you were up to, I know what you’re up to 
now, Jim Hanley, don’t think you’re fool- 
ing me like you fooled Ellie.” 

“Guess I knew how you felt about me all 
along.” Jim suddenly quieted down and 
instinctively I knew this was worse than 
when he showed anger. “Okay, it’s time I 
cleared out.” He turned to me, “Coming 
with me. Ellie?” 

Bewildered, I looked from him to Moth- 
er. “Not like this. please Jim, let’s talk 
it over first.” 

Jim just looked at me sadly, “That's 
what I thought you’d say. But I hoped 
... his voice trailed off. 

“Go with him.” Mother cried, “leave me 
here all alone. He doesn’t care what hap- 
pens to me, why should you?” 

“Jim .. .” I looked at him pleadingly, 
but he shook his head. 

“You’re twenty-nine years old. Ellie, it’s 
time you learned to say ‘no’ to your moth- 
er. You’re my wife. your place is with me.” 

He turned and went up the stairs to our 
room and there was silence except for 
Mother’s weeping. I was too stunned to 
move. 

“Ellie, Ellie. my child, don’t leave me, 
please!” Mother reached out to me and 
when I tried to comfort her she clung to 
me like a child. She was a child, I had 
to realize that, and when Jim came down- 
stairs carrying a suitcase, we stared at 
each other for a long moment and then he 
walked out of the house. Gail and Linda 
screamed when they heard the sound of his 
car driving off. At the sound I was 
startled into movement and jumped up, his 
name coming from my lips. 

“He'll be back,” Mother said. 

Why didn’t I have the strength to go 
after him then? I guess only someone 
who’s been left to care for a child-mother 
can know why I couldn’t. 

In the agonizing days that followed I 
waited for some word from Jim, but none 
came. At last, in despair, I called the store 
and begged him to come home. 

“No, I’m not coming back to your moth- 
er’s house. When you’re ready to come 
to me let me know.” And he hung up. 

At night I began to have nightmares and 
I would awaken in the middle of the night 
crying. Somehow, Mother heard me and 
she came to comfort me. Things seemed to 
be in reverse now, and I was surprised to 
find Mother was the stronger. It was as if 
I was a little girl again. She kept saying 
Jim would be back, he needed time to cool 
off and really miss the children and me. 

Like a fool I listened to her. All my life 
I'd trusted her, felt she knew what was 
best for me. After all, she was my mother. 
And I guess. deep down. I felt Jim would 


finally relent and come to me. 

And then word came to me that Jim had 
taken to hanging around the taverns at 
night doing some pretty hard drinking. 
This was so unlike him that at first I 
didn’t believe it. Then it came from other 
sources and when I told Mother. she said 
disgustedly, “He’s like all the rest. First 
thing they do. drink. and then it’s other 
women.” 

“He wouldn’t. Not my husband.” 

“He’s like all the rest.” she said darkly. 

Jealousy began to gnaw at me. I lost my 
appetite, and the less I ate. the more Moth- 
er began to crave food. She asked me 
now to please make some of her favorite 
dishes, ones Jim didn’t like and which I 
rarely made. One night we had leg of 
lamb and at supper Mother ate with relish. 

“Tt’s so nice to have the house to our- 
selves again,” she sighed, “Now we can do 
as we please. A little more gravy please.” 

It was as if a stone had turned in my 
heart. I stared at her happy face. my hand 
freezing in midair. 

“You’re pleased.” I cried in a shocked 
voice. “you’re glad he’s gone.” 

“Don’t be a child. You took my words 
all wrong.” she protested. 

There was more, but I hardly listened, 
it was too painful. My thoughts were bit- 
ter and twisted, I felt as if I were choking. 
I knew now that Jim had been right. I 
stared at Mother across the table as if she 
were a stranger. 

“Don’t look at me like that . . . don’t 

Slowly, as if in a trance. I went into the 
parlor to the telephone. When she heard 
me dialing, she came in. She began to cry 
and plead but I paid no attention. I heard 
the ringing at the other end, but there was 
no answer. Stubbornly I held on. as if 
willing Jim to answer. 

“Where’s your pride?” Mother stopped 
crying now and changed her tactics. 
“Running after him like a common street 
girl!” 

“When two people love each other. they 
have no pride.” I said coldly. 

“That’s right.” Jim said, standing in the 
hallway. “That’s right.” 

I dropped the phone and stared unbe- 
lievingly. He looked tired and strained. 
He’d grown thinner, but to me he was the 
handsomest man in the whole wide world. 
I flew into his arms and he held me close. 
He kissed my tears away, kissed me until 
my lips hurt, and it was wonderful. 

We moved into our own home the next 
day. We took Mother to stay with her 
friend Mary MacPherson. Jim bore no 
grudge. He’s too big for that, too noble. 
He suggested that we build a separate 
wing onto our house for Mother. These 
would be her own private quarters, inde- 
pendent of ours, and yet she wouldn’t be 
alone. Meekly, gratefully, she complied 
and her house is now up for sale. I’ve 
never been so happy now that I’m building 
a home of my own. I think that I’ve grown 
up at last, and so has my mother. 


THE END 
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Bitter At Nineteen 


(Continued from Page 29) 


particular friend of mine,” I told her. “He 
was my supervisor. That’s all.” 

‘T think he likes you.” 

So what. I’m not interested.” 

She didn’t say any more then. She was 
enjoying the work and it gave her some- 
thing to think about instead of worrying 
ibout not having a baby. Nights Bill was 
home he met her at the plant and they 
drove some place for sandwiches before 
coming home. 


()% SATURDAY night Dottie told me 

they were expecting company and 
wanted me to be there. “Just in case you 
have something planned. I didn’t think you 
would, though.” 

[ didn’t have but I wasn’t interested in 
company. Probably a married couple 
they ran around with and they’d be com- 
paring notes on what made a marriage tick 
ind I'd be a fifth wheel. 

| was thinking about going to a show.” 
I said 

‘Then forget it. There’s nothing good on 
‘re having pizza. Nothing fancy or 


their 


and we 


formal. 

| thought of a dozen excuses for missing 
the dinner but none of them worked. So 
Saturday afternoon I started getting ready. 


“Slacks be all right for tonight?” I 
asked Dottie when she started getting 
dressed. “I have that new pair of black 
velveteen ones. They’re supposed to be 
right for ‘at home’ evenings.” 

“They'd be fine.” she agreed. “With that 
white blouse you bought.” 

“Can I escape after dinner? You'll be 
visiting with your company and all. I’d 
like to finish that book.” 

“We're counting on whist,” she told me. 
“You can finish the book tomorrow. The 
pizza is in the oven. If you hear the timer 
let me know, will you? Ill be in the tub.” 

[ got dressed before she did and when I 
heard the timer I went to look at the pizza 
Bill came in from the garage, 
sniffed appreciatively, then went on to 
shave. So I was the only one to answer the 
door when the chimes rang. 

Sid Varner was standing there, smiling 
shyly. “Glad I found the right house,” he 
“I lost the slip of paper with the 
address on it and hated to drive to a station 
to look it up.” 

[ didn’t understand what he was doing 
Then it hit me! Dottie had invited 
him, trying to force me into seeing some- 
one like this. Trying to make me date— 
even when she knew how I felt about it. 

Well, I'd show Dottie! I wasn’t about to 
let her or anyone else push me around or 
plan my life for me. I let Sid in, then went 
to Bill and Dottie’s room. 

“Your friend is here, Dottie,” I told her 
innocently. “Is he the only one you in- 


tor her 


said. 


there 


vited?” I made a point of missing Bill’s 
eyes. 

“Sid?” she smiled. “Forgive me. Jean- 
nie. But it seemed as if it was the thing to 
do. He’s nice, if you'll give him a chance.” 

“Why should / give him a chance?” I 
asked, with a shrug. “I hardly know him 
and never see him since he’s been trans- 
ferred to the night shift.” 

I walked out, aware I had sown a seed of 
some sort in Bill’s mind. Which was exact- 
ly what I wanted. Dottie might say she had 
invited Sid for me but I intended to pre- 
tend she’d done it for herself. 

It wasn’t a very successful evening. Bill 
kept watching Sid and I kept saying things 
that would indicate I hardly knew him ex- 
cept by name and sight and the more Dot- 
tie tried, the more the things I said took 
hold. 

We played poker but it didn’t work out 
so well and Sid went home by ten-thirty. 
When he’d gone, Dottie turned on me. 
“That was a fine exhibition, Jeannie,” she 
said. “You should be proud of yourself.” 

I shrugged. “I’m sorry, Dottie. I didn’t 
intend to be insulting to your friend . . . I 
just wasn’t prepared to see him here to- 
night.” Which was the truth but you can 
tell the truth with several implications and 
I got all the extras into that one. 

“How about other nights?” Bill asked. 
“Expect to see him here then?” 

I opened my eyes wide in innocence. “I 
never have,” which was also the truth. 

Bill looked at Dottie and she was fit to be 
tied. “How. long have you been friends with 
him?” 

She glared at me. “Sid is not a partic- 
ular friend of mine. He’s a guy who was 
foolish enough to be attracted to your little 
sister here and when he was transferred to 
the night shift and found out who I was, he 
asked for help to get to know her better. 
Though I can’t imagine why anyone would 
be that foolish.” 

“So you obligingly invited him home?” 
Bill said. “Are you sure that’s all there is 
to it?” 

“T certainly am!” she snapped. “And 
I’m not going through a cross-examination 
just because she’s let her broken marriage 
twist her out of all proportion. She hates 
everyone and most of all she hates anyone 
to be happy. I think she came here in the 
first place to make trouble.” 

She flounced out of the living room and I 
sat down on the sofa and began crying. It 
wasn’t hard. The whole evening had been 
more of a strain than I would have ad- 
mitted. 

I did like Sid. Or could like him, if 
things had been different for me. But even 
if I dated him, nothing could ever come 
of it. There was nothing left of me to give 
to another man and nothing another man 





would want, once he learned the whole 
story. 

So I'd had to fight back the liking I felt 
for Sid, and do everything I could to build 
up a case against Dottie. 

“Dottie never did like me,” I told Bill 
now. “I should never have come here but I 
was so lost and so discouraged. I just had 
to get away from Trenton. I'll try to find 
another place, though, and that will make 
it better for Dottie. And you.” 

“You're not going to find another place,” 
Bill patted my shoulder. “You got a rotten 
deal andI ... we... want to help you 
get over it.” 

“But Dottie doesn’t want me here. Espe- 
cially since she’s been working.” 

“I'll take care of Dottie,” he said. “Mat- 
ter of fact, she might not be working much 
longer.” 

“IT don’t think she’d want to quit,” I told 
him, drying my eyes. “Not now.” 


COULD hear them arguing after I'd 

gone to bed but I couldn’t hear what 
they were talking about and the next morn- 
ing Bill was gone when I got up and Dottie 
wasn’t giving out any information. 

She didn’t quit work, either. Monday 
evening when I got home she was dressed 
for work and she still wasn’t giving out 
with any information. We talked about the 
weather, a sale of sweaters in one of the 
downtown stores, and having the folk for 
Thanksgiving. 

“They'll enjoy it, I think,” Dottie said. 
“T wrote this afternoon.” 

“Were you planning on inviting Sid. 
too?” I asked, stirring my coffee. 

She didn’t say anything for a moment 
“You and I know the truth about Sid. 
Jeannie. So don’t start pretending with me. 
Just because you got a rotten deal is no 
reason to condemn all men and set out to 
destroy every bit of happiness you run 
across.” 

“And there’s no reason for you to try to 
push me into something with another 
man.” 

“Sid is as different from Dirk as night is 
from day,” she told me. “Though I doubt 
if you could recognize that difference. 
You’re so blinded by what you want to be- 
lieve about men that you can’t see anything 
else. Sid ought to have his head examined 
for even wanting to look at you twice. But 
men are funny that way. Never know 
what’s good for them.” 

“If Sid is so wonderful, then you take 
him,” I told her. 

“T happen to have a man. One I love and 
who loves me. Whatever kind of mess you 
make of your own life... keep your 
hands off mine.” 

So I knew Bill wasn’t completely con- 
vinced everything between Dottie and Sid 
was innocent. Next time Bill was home I 
let a few hints drop abvat coffee breaks at 
work and I could tell he was still wonder- 
ing. 
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The folk wrote they would be there for 
Thanksgiving and Dottie started planning 
for it. I didn’t see anything to get excited 
over. It was just another day and I knew 
Mother would be fretting over me, wanting 
to know if I’d met any nice young men, 
what I did with my time and all that. 

There was a change in Bill, too, when 
he came home two days before Thanks- 
giving for a four day lay-over. He’d worked 
two holidays so he had an extended one 
this time. 

Dottie had to work on Tuesday night but 
no one worked on Wednesday night. Bill 
helped me with the dishes on Tuesday, 
after Dottie had gone. 

“T didn’t think Dottie’ would keep on 
working,” I told him. We’d exhausted the 
weather and how nice it would be to have 
the folks. 

“She won’t be, much longer,” Bill 
grinned. “She was going to wait and tell 
you with the folks but I thought you’d be 
pleased, too. We’re going to have a baby.” 

He was grinning from ear to ear and I 
knew that explained some of Dottie’s ex- 
citement the last week. She must have just 
found out. Stabs of envy shot through me. 
Dottie and Bill, a nice home, all the hap- 
piness anyone could wish for and now she 
was going to have the baby she’d dreamed 
of for so long. 

It wasn’t fair. Why should she have 
everything and me nothing? 

I was as pretty as Dottie, and I’d kept 
to a no-petting routine through high school 
and what had it gotten me? Dirk and then 
a divorce when he got tired of me once 
he’d got what he wanted. I wanted to wipe 
that smirk off Bill’s face and I wanted to 
hurt Dottie. I wanted to hurt her the way 
I'd been hurt. 

“T should think you’d wonder about 
that,” I told Bill. “After all this time you 
couldn’t- have a baby, then Dottie goes to 
work and first thing you know she’s preg- 
nant. How come?” 

“Dr. Richards said it would work this 
ay. Give her something to think about 
instead of worrying all the time about not 
having a baby. When anyone worries like 
Dottie did, it makes them tense. The work 
relaxed her and now we're going to have 
that baby.” 

“What about Sid?” 

“You tell me,” Bill said, quietly. “You 
tell me about Sid, Jeannie. What do you 
have against the guy?” 

“Nothing. He’s not my friend.” 

“But he would be, if you’d give him a 
chance. I agree with Dottie. He ought to 
have his head examined. But he’s stub- 
born. You can’t go on all your life seeing 
Dirk in every man you meet. Dirk was no 
good and as I recall, we all tried to tell you 
that when you first went off your rocker 
ig him and insisted on dating him stead- 
i y.” 

“And why should I believe other men 
would be different?” 
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‘Look around you. There are a lot of 
happy marriages. A lot of people sharing 
1 life together and not cheating. You're 
only nineteen, Jeannie. You can wallow in 
this bitterness and spoil your life and 
everyone else’s who gets near you—or you 
can get wise and try to do something about 
it.” 

‘It’s my life.” 

‘Not completely. No one can live a life 
vithout touching other people. Your bitter- 
has caused trouble between Dottie 
ind me. It will continue to grow and you’ll 
use it time after time to try to wreck some 
happiness you can’t stand to look at. Give 
other people a chance. Give Sid a chance.” 

“I’m not interested in Sid. Nor is he in- 
terested in me.” 

“You’re wrong there. He’s very much in- 
terested and he isn’t one to give up easily.” 
Bill shook out his towel. “Suit yourself 
ibout Sid. But leave my marriage alone. 
Once you start on that again . . . out you 


ness 


go 

‘I can get out any time you say so,” I 
told him. “I don’t have to stay where I’m 
not wanted.” 

“Come off it, sis.” Bill rumpled my hair. 
“IT don’t want to quarrel with you. I just 
want you to get on the beam and start liv- 
ing again.” 

“I’m not interested.” 
He shrugged. “I’m going to meet Dottie. 


We'll be sort of late. Celebrating.” 
Phat was all right with me. I sure didn’t 
want to sit around with them, watching 


them grin at each other, seeing all that 
happiness in their faces when they looked 
at each other and thought about that baby. 


DID my nails, took my bath, read awhile 

and then turned the Tv on, low, while I 
sat on the sofa and tried to fight back the 
thoughts and the self-pity. 

Why had things happened to me? Why 
had Dirk come along and wrecked my life? 
I'd loved him and trusted him and what 
had it got me? 

Had I really loved Dirk, though? 

[ played with that thought for awhile. 
I'd thrilled to his kisses and enjoyed being 
with him, enjoyed the sense of power I had 


over him, in holding off his advances. 
Bill was right. The whole family had 
tried to discourage me when I first started 


going with Dirk. So had my friends. There 
Trudy Reeves, for instance. 
Trudy and I had been close friends all our 
lives and had shared our first dates, our 
first dreams of romance. 

Trudy didn’t like Dirk. At the time I'd 
off as sour grapes .. . Dirk 
didn’t like Trudy, either. 

He’s no good for you, Jeannie,” she told 
me, when I first started dating Dirk. “All 
he thinks about is making out with a girl 
ind you’re not that type.” 

So he won’t make out with me,” I told 


had been 


written it 


rhen he won’t stick around long,” she 


predic ted 


>, 





But Dirk had stuck around and Id 
reminded her of that often enough. 

I'd been proud of it, but now I began to 
pry into the reason for that pride. Had it 
been love or had it been that stubborn 
streak in me that had to be right, always? 

I got up and turned down the tv, and 
went to the kitchen for a glass of chocolate 
milk. I didn’t like the way my thoughts 
were heading but once they got started 
they kept right on going. 

I’d held Dirk off and he’d stayed in- 
terested to the point where we had been 
married and I’d gone triumphantly back 
home and back to school. I'd proved to my 
family that Dirk’s intentions were honor- 
able and I'd proved to my friends that it 
was different with Dirk and me than it had 
been with Dirk and his other girls. 

But what else had I proved? In the long 
run Id held Dirk no longer than any of the 
others and breaking it off had sure been a 
lot more unpleasant and costly than if we 
had just been going together. 

But I’d loved Dirk. I still did, even 
though he didn’t want me any more. I said 
that out loud and it didn’t sound any more 
convincing than if I’d whispered it. 

Because with the pride I had, love would 
have to carry a proud face too, and my love 
for Dirk hadn’t had much pride in it ex- 
cept that triumphant flaunting of my wed- 
ding ring. 

I'd gotten that far when the door chimes 
penetrated my thoughts. Had Bill and Dot- 
tie forgotten a key? I set my glass down 
and went to answer and there stood Sid. 

“I could say I was driving by,” he 
grinned, “but it wouldn’t be true. I was 
driving here, so can I come in?” 

I stood back. “I suppose so. Dottie isn’t 
here. Bill went to meet her. He’s home for 
the holiday.” 

“T know all that. I didn’t come to see 
Dottie and I never have. You and I both 
know that. So shall we go on from there?” 

“There’s no place to go.” I went back in- 
to the living room and he followed me. 

“T think there is,” he said. “I think it’s 
time we talked things over and decided 
where we stand.” 

“What is there to talk over?” I sat in a 
chair, rather than on the sofa near him. 
My thoughts were still too close and I'd 
faced myself too squarely, to relax. The 
breathless feeling I had was connected 
with those thoughts, I told myself. 

“Us,” Sid said. “You and me.” 

“There’s nothing there to talk over.” 

He came over to my chair and pulled me 
to my feet. “There’s a lot there to talk 
over, Jeannie,” he said, smiling down at 
me and the breathlessness increased until 
I could hardly breathe. “But first things 
first.” 

He drew me slowly into his arms and his 
lips came down ever so slowly and gently, 
and I didn’t have to breathe or think or 
anything but just ride along on the wave of 
belonging that swept through me. 





He let me go just as slowly, but he kept 
hold of my hand and pulled me over to the 
sofa. “Now we will talk.” 

“It’s no good, Sid.” I shook my head. 
“There's nothing to talk about.” 

“There’s you and me and that guy you 
married.” I looked at him in surprise and 
he went on. “Dottie told me. Not willingly 
. . . she seemed to think you should tell 
me but I insisted. I had to know why you 
were rejecting me. Why you were trying to 
make your brother and yourself believe 
there was somthing between Dottie and me. 
Why you were closing off your life at nine- 
teen and refusing to let any chance of hap- 
piness come in.” 

“My life is closed off. I'd never take a 
chance again. I don’t think marriage is 
something you should keep trying.” 

“Neither do I,” he said. “I won’t say it 
doesn’t make any difference to me that 
you've been married . . . we need truth 
between us if we are to have any future. 
The only thing that is really important, 
though, is this . . . did you really love the 
guy?” 

“T thought I did.” 

“That’s not what I asked. Did you love 
him? Did the divorce really hurt you, in- 
side, or did it hurt your pride to have to 
admit you had failed at something?” 

I thought about that. It fit in with all the 
things I'd been thinking tonight. I thought 
about how I'd felt when I found out Dirk 
was seeing someone else. How I'd felt when 
I found out that someone else was going to 
have Dirk’s child. 

I'd been hurt, but how deeply had that 
hurt gone? I pressed the thoughts on and 
I knew what had hurt the most was facing 
my friends. Facing them and knowing they 
were either pitying me or thinking, “We 
told her it would end this way.” 

So I had struck back with bitterness. 
proclaiming my life was finished, that all 
men were the same and I wasn’t having 
any more of them. 

I had struck back at Mother because she 
had been right all along. I’'d struck back 
at Dottie because she was married to Bill 
and Bill was no more like Dirk than Daddy 
was. 

Sid was still waiting, holding my hand. 
and I knew Sid wasn’t like Dirk, either. 

I tried to tell him how it was, but he 
wouldn’t let me say it all. He just drew me 
into his arms and the tenderness there did 
what nothing else had done in all those 
months. It released the tears ’'d dammed 
up inside and I needed the handkerchief 
he handed me. 

I needed his shoulder, too. When the 
tears were finished I sat there in the circle 
of his arms, my head on his shoulder, and 
it was like I’d been fighting a long time 
and now I could rest. 

Only for a moment or two though. Then 
Sid’s arms tightened and his lips came 
down on mine again and the tenderness 
was still there but there was something 
else. too. 
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There was excitement and promise and 
a leaping flame that found an answer in 
the fire inside me that was bigger and 
brighter than anything Id ever felt before. 

Sid drew away first. “I’d better be go- 
ing,” he whispered. “We have plenty of 
time, now.” 

I took a deep breath and the flame set- 
fled down into a steady burning. Plenty of 
time. Time to grow and time to plan and 
time to dream. No time for bitterness, 
though. Not now. 

“Bill and Dottie will be home soon. You 
don’t have to rush off. I know they’d like 
to have you come to dinner Thursday.” 

“How about you?” he asked, tipping my 
chin up with his finger. 


“Td like it, too,” I told him. 

It would take time to erase all the bitter- 
ness. Time to start dreaming again, and we 
had plenty of time. All the rest of our lives 
and I was only nineteen and Sid twenty- 
three. 

I kissed him lightly on the chin. “Let’s 
have a pot of coffee ready for them. I’d 
like you to get to know my brother. He’s a 
real guy.” 

“T intend to get to know him,” Sid 
grinned, catching me close. The flame was 
there, waiting. “And all the rest of your 
family. As your husband.” 

His kiss started those dreams building 
up right away. They hadn’t been dead, 
after all. Just waiting for the right start. 


THE END 





I Only Played At Love 


(Continued from Page 35) 


over to a couch and we both sat down. 

“I was wondering,” I said, feeling like 
something off the cob. It had been over a 
year since I’d dated anyone but Diney— 
and I’d almost forgotten how. “I won- 
dered if you’re taken for the frolic Friday 
night.” — 

She cocked her head and sparkled at 
me. “What d’you think, big boy? Why 
d’you wanta know?’ 

“I guess I’m a jerk to think you might 
not be drafted yet, but I—I wanted to date 
you myself.” 

“You do?” 
less as she studied me. 
you off, or something?” 

“Her folks say she’s gotta play the 
field.” I tried not to sound as sunk as I 
felt about it, and added, “So that gives me 
a chance to do likewise. But if you’re al- 
ready taken—” 

“Now wait a minute, Bucky boy.” She 
moved closer and peered up at me through 
those long lashes. “I’m tied up—I always 
am, way ahead. But it’s only Tad this 
time, so I could get out of it. He’s not ex- 
actly a drip—but you could rate king-size 
with me if only . . . We wouldn’t have to 
walk, would we?” 

“No—I’ll arrange something.” Maybe 
just this once Dad would be understanding 
about my need for his car. Or I could 
arrange a foursome with some couple driv- 
ing a sedan. She still looked doubtful, so 
I said, “By next month I expect to have 
my own buggy. I’ve almost got enough 
saved up now.” 

“Oh Bucky! That’s solid! If you prom- 
ise to still like me then—and get hold of 
a car Friday—I’ll make Tad let me off.” 

She was so close it seemed only natural 
to slide my arm around her and give her 
a kiss. For a second or two it was a little 
like kissing Diney—then it was alto- 
gether different. Coralee must’ve been 
born knowing how to get a guy all excited. 
Her lips seemed to have a warm pulse 


She sounded sort of breath- 


“Did Diney fluff 


under mine, and when I felt the quick 
little touch of her tongue I nearly went off 
my rocker. I was holding her so tight 
neither of us could get a good breath and 
it was a long shaky moment before I could 
calm down enough to let her go. 

“J—TI’ll be seeing you,” I said, stumbling 
a little as I got up from the couch and 
made my way to the door. 

“Hasta manana—I’ll see you in Span- 
ish class,” she said, following close. I 
nodded and went on out, breathing big 
gulps of fresh air. When I looked back 
she was lounging against the door. She 
waved, and I waved back. 

Boy, oh boy, that’s more like it, I 
thought, excitement still a lump at the 
back of my throat. Her kiss seemed to 
promise she was all the other guys had 
said. And not having that tender, sort of 
protective feeling that kept my necking 
cautious with Diney, it would be fun just 
to let go—and see how far I got. 


Y FRIDAY I had transportation all 
arranged. Dad was as unreasonable 
as ever about his car, but I dickered with 
Hank Sutton to double-date with him and 
Gladys. Hank would have his dad’s sedan 
and said they’d drive out to the river for 
some necking afterwards. That is, he 
agreed when he found I was taking Cora- 
lee, who wouldn’t mind what went on in 
the front seat. 

“Only 
time,” he warned. 
mittee and I gotta get there early to set 
up the band. We'll pick you up at eight 
sharp, then go after Coralee. Tell her to 
be on the ball too.” 

So on the way home I told her the im- 
portance of being ready on time. “Don’t 
worry,” she said, “I don’t wanta walk to 
that dance either. In fact, I won’t. I’ve 
still got Tad on tap. He wouldn’t make 
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wouldn't 
show up with a car, and I said if you didn’t 
I'd go with him.” 

‘Well I like that!” I said, indignant. 


inother date—-he bet me you 


She giggled. “So do I, Bucky. You 
can’t blame a gal for wanting to ride. And 
you better run along now—I got things to 
do.” 

[ hadn’t planned on stopping today 
inyway. We’d do our necking in the back 
of Hank’s car. And that was gonna be 
something! I’d had to drive Mrs. Thomas 
to the city Tuesday and Thursday, but 
Wednesday when I went home with Cora- 
lee we'd necked till we were all shook up. 
It had helped me forget a little how hurt 
ind reproachful Diney looked when she 
saw Coralee hanging around me at school. 
Or how she stuck her nose in the air and 
walked away when I tried to make up 
with her. 

So let her give me the breeze, I thought. 
trying to stop the churned-up feeling at 
of my stomach as I walked on 
home. She was the one who'd started this 
playing the field! Not me! 

Mom met me at the door. “Mrs. Thomas 
wants you to phone her right away,” she 


the pit 


Ss 1id 
Oh no, | groaned as I went to the phone 
ind dialed the number. Just as I feared, 
she wanted me to drive her some place— 
today of all days! Clear up to the city to 
bring a sick sister back home with her! 
‘I’m sorry—I can’t do it today, Mrs. 
said. “I’ve got a date for 
I’ve just got to be here.” 
We'll be back before then, Buckley—I 
It’s imperative that I make the 


Thomas,” I 


eight 


promise. 


trip, so if you won’t drive I’ll simply have 
to find someone else—and that will ter- 
minate your employment with me, young 


man 

[ was sunk. If I didn’t keep on with her 
at least another month, I couldn’t buy the 
this spring. I just had to have it! 
Especially now that Diney had fluffed me 
off, and there weren’t many chicks who’d 
go for dates with no car. Coralee wouldn’t, 
and what her kisses promised if 
we ever had a car where we could be ab- 
solutely alone, with no chance of anyone 


car 


inyway 


busting in on us... 

[ did some quick figuring. An hour to 
the city, an hour back, if she held me 
down to our usual snail’s pace. We could 
make it—providing we wasted no time 


inywhere. 

“Okay Mrs. Thomas, I'll be right over,” 
[ agreed reluctantly. “But remember, I 
gotta be back before eight!” 

[ dressed in the clothes I’d wear to the 
dance, so I wouldn’t have that to do when 
| got back. Then I practically ran the 
four blocks to Mrs. Thomas’s place, cut- 
ting down the alley to the garage way 
in back. I fumed inwardly when I had to 
keep the motor running almost fifteen 
minutes in the driveway because someone 


=o 
IO 





phoned just as she started out the door. 

Mrs. Thomas couldn’t see the speedom- 
eter from where she sat in the back seat, 
but she must have built-in radar that 
warned her the minute I stepped out to 
more than fifty on the highway, or twenty 
in town. I thought maybe she’d let me 
ease it out a little faster this once, but she 
held me down. then when we got to her 
sister’s she had me help pack a lot of stuff 
to take along. 

“You promised we’d be back before 
eight.” I reminded her when she decided 
to wash up some dirty dishes before we 
left. 

“Then find a towel and give me a hand,” 
she said in her bossy way. “You can carry 
out the garbage, too. I don’t want to leave 
anything to attract ants while she’s gone.” 

It’s a cinch she’d never been young, or 
she’d see the spot I was in. I was about 
to blow my top by the time we started 
home. If I didn’t get there in time, Hank 
and Gladys would drive on to the dance. 
Coralee would phone Tad. and Diney 
would think I’d been spouting hot air 
when I’d said I could date Coralee. And 
there’d be none of that swell necking after 
the dance. Probably no more necking with 
Coralee at all—she didn’t have to bother 
with guys who stood her up. Neither 
would any of the other pigeons worth hav- 
ing. if word got around. 

We couldn’t make it at fifty miles an 
hour. so I kept easing down a little more 
on the throttle. Mrs. Thomas must’ve 
known I was irked, for the needle almost 
hit sixty before she made me slow down. 
We might’ve made it then if it hadn’t been 
for the accident that blocked traffic for 
almost twenty minutes. 

“You see?” Mrs. Thomas said sternly 
when the highway patrol cops finally 
waved us past the mangled cars. “That’s 
what comes of speeding. That’s why I in- 
sist on your being careful.” 

I was too sunk to answer. It was ten 
after eight by the time I’d stopped in the 
driveway and helped her get her sister and 
all that stuff into the house. There was no 
use going on home for Hank would have 
come and gone. And no use going over to 
Coralee’s on foot. 

If only Mrs. Thomas would let me use 
her car! I'd been toying with the idea of 
asking her—but I knew it was hopeless. 
I'd suggested it once soon after I started 
driving for her, and got such a flat, insult- 
ing refusal I’d never broached the subject 
again. But I was still thinking about it as 
I drove the car along the curving driveway 
back to the garage. I opened the garage 
doors and stood there a minute, my heart 
starting to thump so hard it nearly 
knocked my ribs loose. 

It wasn’t fair for me to lose out on 
everything tonight because of a crazy old 
lady’s whims! If I could get over to Cora- 
lee’s right away with a car. she might not 





have cailed Tad yet—or she'd call him of 
again. Mrs, Thomas would be busy with 
her sister—she wouldn't even know the 
car was gone, and I’d get it back before 
she found out. I’d just be borrowing it~ 
I'd certainly earned the right to make up 
for the way she’d spoiled things! 


BEFORE my conscience could get in a 

good lick I slammed the garage door 
shut and eased the car on down the drive. 
way to the alley, keeping the motor quiet 
and not even shutting the car door until 
I was out of earshot of the house. 

My heart kept thumping like a bongo 
drum, but I couldn’t back out now. And 
I didn’t get to Coralee’s a minute too soon, 
When she opened the door she said, “Well, 
it’s about time! I’d just started to phone 
Tad and tell him—” She spotted the big 
Linc then and her eyes popped wide. 

“Oh Bucky!” she breathed. starting 
down the steps. “Are we going in this?” 
She was so impressed as she got in, caress. 
ing the upholstery, asking about all the 
gadgets, that I decided to give her a little 
spin out on the highway before going to 
the dance. 

It was a crazy idea—but I was full of 
crazy ideas that night. Churned up inside 
from being late and borrowing the car 
without permission, I felt her snuggling 
close and I got the worst yen ever for some 
of the exciting necking she did so well. | 
thought of that spot by the river and— 
what the heck? Why wait till after the 
dance? I turned down the river road and 
parked. 

“Not now!” Coralee protested when | 
took her in my arms. “You'll smear my 
lipstick and muss my hair and I'll be a 
mess!” 

“After the dance then?” I was all shaky 
and dizzy as I breathed the perfume com- 
ing up with the warmth from her low- 
necked dress. “We'll be all by ourselves— 
nothing to keep us from—” 

“That’s all you want!” she choked. push- 
ing me away. “I thought you were dif- 
ferent—but you're like all the rest! I wish 
some day some boy would like me just for 
myself! Not for—” 

“IT do like you for yourself, Coralee! 
I’m crazy about you!” The way I felt 
right then it didn’t seem like a lie. 

“Are you really, Buck?” She took my 
face between her hands, holding her lips 
close to mine but not quite letting me kiss 
them. “Do you like me enough to let me 
drive back to town?” 

“Oh gosh, I couldn’t do that! The old 
lady—” 

“She'll never know. Please, Bucky— 
I’ve never driven a swell big car like this 
—just old klunks. I'll be careful—and you 
can have the wheel again soon as we hit 
town.” 

I didn’t give in right away, but she kept 
begging. and I wanted to keep her in a 
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mood for necking later, so after I turned 
the car around to head back to town, I 
let her take over. 

I knew right away it was a mistake. She 
wasn’t used to power steering, or to the 
way that car could surge ahead without 
seeming to go half as fast as the actual 
speed. I tried to warn her but she was 
laughing and having the time of her life. 
We came up so fast behind another car I 
almost did a flip. 

“Slow down!” I yelled. “You can’t pass 
here—there’s a double line!” But she had 
already swung out to pass, giving the pow- 
erful motor another burst of speed. 

I held my breath, my eyes on the blind 
curve ahead. Maybe we’d be lucky—but 
we weren’t. Before we’d quite cleared the 
car we were passing, there was a flash of 
headlights as an approaching car came 
around the curve. Coralee’s foot faltered 
on the throttle. 

“Step on it!” I cried, for we were too 
far to drop back—our only chance was to 
clear the car beside us and get over in 
that lane. 

She jammed her foot to the floorboard 
and swerved to the right in time to avoid 
a head-on collision with the approaching 
car. But she hadn’t gauged the length of 
the big Lincoln, and she cut in too sharp. 
There was a screech of brakes and rubber 
as the other driver tried to slow down and 
give us clearance, but the sound that made 
me sick was a slight rasp, along with a 
jolt that was hardly noticeable but meant 
we'd touched the other car. When I looked 
back the headlight tilted, swerved off the 
highway and blanked out. 

“Stop, Coralee! We hit them—we gotta 
go back!” 

“The other car is stopping,” she said 
shakily, peering into the rearview mirror. 
“They'll help them out. We’d only get in 
trouble if we stop. We hardly touched 
them, Buck—I couldn’t even feel it.” 

“We touched them, all right,” I said 
grimly. “At that speed it doesn’t take 
much—maybe our rear bumper hooking 
against their front one . . . Coralee, we'll 
be in worse trouble if we don’t go back!” 

She didn’t slow down. “How could we? 
I haven’t even got a driver’s license. You'd 
lose your job and—oh, it would be a 
mess!” 

“We gotta go back!” I reached over 
and set my foot on the power brakes, 
switching off the ignition at the same time. 
I hated going back as much as she did, 
and I was scared stiff, but it was a hit- 
and-run rap if we didn’t—and someone 
might be hurt bad. As the car rocked to a 
stop she scrambled over me, letting me at 
the wheel, 

“Don’t tell anyone I was driving,” she 
whimpered. “You've got a license—they 
won’t be as hard on you.” 

I didn’t answer. I hated to take the 
blame for the kind of careless driving I'd 


never do myself. But I knew I'd been just 
as careless and guilty as if I'd been at the 
wheel. I’d had no business taking the car 
in the first place, and just plain nuts to let 
her drive when I didn’t even know if she 
knew how. I was really in the soup now 


and no way out. 
E MET one ear before we reached the 
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\ wreck. and it must have been the one 
we'd nearly hit head-on, and they must’ve 
been bringing the occupants of the wrecked 
car back to town. It was keeled over in 
the ditch. one wheel smashed off, a lot of 
glass broken, and the front bumper hang- 
ing loose, but there was no one in or 
around the car. 

“Maybe no one was hurt.” Coralee of- 
fered hopefully as we headed back to 
town. “I’m sorry. Bucky—really I am. 
But let’s not tell anyone we were involved 
until we see what happens. They wouldn’t 
believe we went back to try to help. Let’s 
just keep still.” 

I’d lost all enthusiasm for the dance 
now. Mostly I was just in a fever to get 
Mrs. Thomas’s car back in her garage. | 

“Suppose I drop you off at the school,” | 
I suggested. “then Ill take the car home | 
and come back on foot.” 

“If you think I’m going to walk into the | 
gym all by myself.” she snapped. “you 
think You come | 





got another coming! | 
along till I find Tad. or start dancing with | | 
somebody—then you can go fly a kite.” i 

“You got no call to get huffy,” I =a, { 
but I didn’t really care. I'd lost my en- | l 
thusiasm for her, too, and now that I'd | 
cooled off I felt pretty shoddy about my | 
reason for dating her. Just because | 
Diney’s folks had tried to slow us down, | 
I’d got mad and gone off half-cocked like | | 
a peevish kid, picking on Coralee because | 
I figured she’d let me go further than I | | 
ever went with Diney—and Diney would | | 
know it. It wasn’t fair to Coralee either, | ! 
I decided, remembering how she’d sound- | | 
ed when she pushed me away and said, | ! 
“That’s all you want!” I began to feel like | 
an all-around heel who deserved what I | 
had coming. | 

There was no room in the parking lot so | 
we had to walk from a block down the | 
street. Before we'd crossed the campus | 
lawn I saw Dinev in the light from the | 
gym doorway. She came running up to 
us, all out of breath, 

“Don’t come in, Buck—there’s a police- | 
man looking for you!” She grabbed my 
hands, ignoring Coralee as she went on, all 
upset, “Mrs. Thomas is having you arrest- 
ed for stealing her car! I know you didn’t 
steal it, Buck—but if you borrowed it you 
better rush it right back before they catch 





ad 


you! 
I caught her hands up to my face and it | 
was all I could do to keep from bawling. 
After the way I’d treated her and every- 
thing, she was sticking up for me. trying 
to help me out. 












— 


A 






ZB ww) #7564 
ACh ( Why 
Canon 
COVERS THE Gaia 
FG; , 


TOP AND 
THE SIDES 


A SPECIAL- 
PROBLEM PIECE 


A hard to find piece, just 
created by us, for the 
woman who has thin hair 
at the top or whois bald- 
ing near the crown of her 
head. Looks so natural, 
mo one would ever guess. 


AFTER 





THIS HAIR PIECE 
COVERS THE TOP 
CROWN OF YOUR 
Ml =6 HEAD AND FILLS 
IN TOP SIDES & BACK 





ey aren ee 


Gold Medal of Sheepshead Bay 
Dept. Y-6 Brooklyn 35, N.Y. 


Mark here matching shed | 
strands pane g ade or send sample ; 
et Black 0 Off Black 0 Brown 0 D 
oa ra ee ee $2 extra. ohanen | 
endme the Medalo Bouffant Crown 
a in shade marked. 7 cman | 
On Delivery I will pa 98 
postage and c.o.d. pay — 1 
Notice:— If you send $4.98 cash, or 
money order you save ali c.o.d. and | 
ae charges. | 
ipped to you all ch i 
nee you all charges paid by Gold 


Name 





Street 





Box # 


SS 
FREE, Betty's: Booklet of Hair Styling 
Id Medal Big - Beauty - 


Route. 





ideas and 
Bulletin. 





\ SONGS:POEMS 


We need New Ideas 
FOR RECORDING 
Your Songs or Poems may 
EARN MONEY FOR YOU! 
Songs Recorded—Royalties Paid 
FREE EXAMINATION 


Mail to: STAR-CREST RECORDING CO. 
Dept. C-19, 6602 Lexington Ave., Hollywood 38, Calif. 


MAKE HIM 












ime few drops of FLAMING DE- 
IRE... a little behind your ears 
..» &@ little in your hair... a wee 
bit more in some secret place... it 
will give you that wonderful feeling 
. This powerful perfume can 
give you that extra push with a man 
that will make him feel differently 
about you. You will never want to 
. A, be without it. Quantities are limited 
so order FLAMING DESIRE now! Complete with full 
directions, only $2 (8 for $5) postpaid, or C.0.D. plus 
postage. If not fo eROe il send your money right back. 
VANITY 


opucTs, oe. 103-S 
177 McLean Ave onkers 5, N. Y. 


59 













“You're solid,” I told her when I could 
et a steady breath. But I knew it was too 
late. Coralee had melted into the shadows 
ind a big cop had followed Diney from the 
m. I recognized Captain Haney of the 
town police force. 
‘I just borrowed her old car,” I said 
erably as he laid a hand on my shoul- 
ler. “I was gonna take it right back.” 
That’s what we figured,” he said, “but 
were out of line and Mrs. Thomas 
thinks you need a lesson. Let’s go down to 
the station and get things straightened 
ut. Where is the car?” 

Before going with him I took time to 

ieeze Diney’s hands and_ whisper, 

Thanks anyway, kid.” 

She whispered back, “Come and see me, 
Buck—soon as you can!” Then she ran 
back to the gym. I heard the music and 

ed if I wasn’t in this mess I'd be in 
there dancing with her. Even if we couldn’t 
co steady I’d see her at school, have one 
date a week, and pretty soon we'd be old 
enough to be engaged. then married .. . 

Now her folks probably wouldn’t let her 

with me at all after I’d been arrested 

ar stealing—and for the accident 
they’d call hit-run. And all the money I'd 
been saving for a car would have to go to- 
1 damages. 

[ felt real low as Captain Haney took 

the keys and drove the Lincoln down to the 
There I got a real reception. Not 

mly old Mrs. Thomas, stiff as starch with 
1outh set in a solid line, but my folks 
there too, Mom all weepy and Dad 

ing like he used to when he took a 


ticK to me, 
\fter the officer behind the desk read 
harge against me I started explaining 
ibout the need to get back at eight, and 
Mrs, Thomas’s promise that we would, 


e delays. Before I finished, another 

ame in and the desk sergeant stopped 

me and turned to him, “Find out anything 
bout the hit-run car?” he asked. 

Nope, not a clue except the tire marks 
show it came up from the river road. Or- 
tires—it’'ll take some doing to run 
them down.” 

The desk sergeant turned back to me 
nd [ tried to swallow the panic that was 
ike something alive coming up my throat. 
[—-I was going to tell you about that, sir. 
Only we didn’t really hit and run—we 

ime back soon as we could find a place to 
turn around but everybody was already 

That did it. Everything was confusion 
and questions were hammered at me so 
hard and fast I almost went nuts. I an- 
everything truthfully except I 
ay Coralee was driving. I didn’t 
say | was either—I just said “we” all the 
ind they took it for granted I was at 
the wheel 


s } 
swered 


didn’t 


When it was all over I expected to be 
put in jail, but they said I could go home 
with my folks until they arranged for an- 
() 





other hearing. At the steps Mrs. Thomas 
came up and said in a funny, sort of shaky 
voice, “Buckley, why on earth didn’t you 
ask if you could use the car? If I’d un- 
derstood the urgence I’d have let you.” 

“You wouldn’t when I asked before!” 

“There was no emergency then! I 
couldn’t let this sneaky borrowing go un- 
punished—but I have to commend you for 
the way you spoke up about the accident. 
A young man of less character might have 
kept still and hoped he’d never be found 
out. Since you're licensed to drive my car. 
I suppose I should tell you my insurance 
will take care of damages.” 

You could’ve blown me over with a 
breath, her coming through for me like 
that. But I knew how those insurance 
policies work—she’d explained when I 
first started driving for her. Paying out 
damages for an accident would put a black 
mark against her insurance record so the 
next policy would cost more. 

“Thanks,” I gulped, “but I figured on 
paying damages myself—as much as | 
have, anyway. I been saving for a car of 
my own.” 

“And I’ve been saving to help him,” Dad 
said, right beside me. “I’d meant it for a 
graduation present—so he could get a de- 
pendable car for college. But I'd better 
turn it over to him for damages now. All 
we hope and pray is that no one was badly 
hurt.” He turned to me. “We'd better 
drive by the hospital now and find out.” 

Mom and Dad didn’t scold me on the 





already. We all felt better after we got ty 
the hospital and found out the man anj 
woman who’d been in the wrecked ¢a 
had been treated for minor injuries anj 
already sent home. They hadn’t been hur 
bad—just shaken up. 

So I was lucky—a lot luckier than I de. 
served. It took more than Dad and I had 
saved when the bill came in for fixing yp 
the wrecked car, and the emergency treat. 
ment at the hospital, but when I though 
how horrible I'd have felt all my life jf 
someone had been killed . . . Well, I fig. 
ured I got off plenty easy. Dad paid the 
rest of the bill and I'll pay him back. Mrs. 
Thomas figured I’d learned my lesson, s 
she said I could keep on driving her. And 
I didn’t have to go to jail because they 
believed us when Coralee and I said we'd 
turned around and gone back. Besides, 
the driver of the third car admitted it was 
probably our headlights he saw when he 
was bringing the wrecked couple back to 
town. 

On top of that, I’m lucky because 
Diney’s folks will still let her go with me 
in spite of everything. Only once a week— 
but I can understand about that better 
now. For all they knew our kisses might've 
been getting out of hand, and the way we 
love each other, if we once let go it could 
be dynamite. Her folks were just trying 
to help us put up our guard. I guess they 
knew what they were doing, because it’s a 
cinch they really were young once them- 
selves. Everyone was! Even old Mrs. 


Thomas, maybe. THE END 





way—I guess they knew I felt bad enough 
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Shotgun Wedding 


(Continued from Page 31) 


sick?” she asked, concerned. 

“Yes, Patty, I am sick. I’m sick about 
what happened last night. Drinking that 
whisky and passing out. How did we get 
home anyway?” I wasn’t even going to 
tell Patty what had happened between 
Richard and me. Just then Mrs. Crews 
came in to call us for breakfast so Patty 
didn’t answer. 

This whole thing about the picnic 
started when Mother had to go to the city 
to attend a three day teacher’s meeting. 
Rather than have a baby-siiter stay with 
me, | begged her to let me spend the time 
with Patty. Mother knew the Crews and 
thought they were nice people. Patty and 
[had been pals since the first grade. 

Well, we thought up the idea of a weiner 
roast. It was October and the weather was 
fine. There’d been frost and the trees were 
all yellow and red. The woods were beau- 
tiful. We were going to Elm Wood Park. 
Mrs. Crews said it would be all right if 
we got home before dark. Patty’s boy 
friend was Dave Evans. I’d been going 
steady with Bud Arford. I didn’t like him 
much, but he didn’t drink, so Mother let 
me run around with him. We had pooled 
our allowances to buy the food for the 
picnic. Patty and I bought the things and 
packed the baskets at her house. We were 
all going in Dave’s old car. He and Bud 
were to pick us up at 1:30. When we 
heard the rattle of Dave’s car we grabbed 
the baskets and ran out. Dave was alone. 
“Now what!” Patty exclaimed. “Where’s 
Bud?” 

“Bud’s sick,” Dave told us. “Right out 
of a clear sky he came down with flu and 
the doctor told him to stay in bed.” 

Patty and I were disappointed enough 
tocry. A picnic with three kids would be 
a flop. Now, what could we do? We 
couldn’t take in a movie for we’d spent all 
our money on the picnic eats. 

Just then Richard drove up in his dad’s 
car. He had come home for the weekend. 
He was twenty-two and would graduate 
from college in June. He was real smart. 
I'd had an awful crush on him but he con- 
sidered me a kid. He looked very hand- 
some and sophisticated. We were so crest- 
fallen that he stopped the car with a skid. 
“What’s happened? Somebody dead?” he 
grinned. 

“We planned a picnic, but Bud got sick 
so we can’t have it,” I told him. “We had 
a real nice lunch, too.” 

“How about you making the fourth, 
Richard?” Dave asked. 

“Oh, would you?” I had said before 
I could stop myself. 

Richard didn’t reply for a moment. He 
looked me over slowly, his eyes travelling 


down my body. I had never had a man 
look at me that way before. I felt em- 
barrassed, but pleased, too, that I had 
grown up enough to get a look like that 
from a man like Richard. Then he said, 
real thoughtful, nodding his head slowly 
and still looking at me: “All right, I'll go. 
I haven’t had any lunch and a picnic 
sounds amusing. Looks good. too.” He 
parked his car and got out. 

We all climbed into Dave’s car and were 
on our way. Patty and Dave were in the 
front seat. Richard sat in the back seat 
with me. I felt terriby self-conscious, but 
proud, too. Richard was the athletic type. 
tall with broad shoulders and narrow hips. 
Very sharp-looking with big brown eyes 
and dark, wavy hair. At first I felt shy. I 
couldn’t say anything. In the front seat 
Patty was leaning against Dave’s shoulder, 
laughing and chatting. They didn’t know 
any one was there but themselves. 

“What’s the matter, kiddo?” Richard 
asked as he reached out and pulled me 
over closer to him. “You’re not deaf and 
dumb, are you?” 

Something like an electric shock went 
through me when Richard closed his arms 
around me. I was sorry when we reached 
the park and the spell had to be broken. 
The boys soon had a fire going and we 
started roasting the weiners. When we 
finished our lunch we sat around the fire 
drinking cokes. Pretty soon Dave lifted 
his glass in a toast. “Too bad there isn’t 
something to put in this,” he said jokingly. 
“T always say there’s nothing to a picnic 
if a guy can’t get drunk.” 

“All right,” Richard laughed, “let’s get 
drunk.” Then he pulled a narrow flask 
from his pocket. 


“No kidding?” Dave grinned. “I’ve 
never been drunk. I’d like to know what 
it’s like.” We all laughed and thought it 


would be a good joke to try it. 

We filled our glasses with cokes, then 
Richard poured some liquor into each one. 
I sipped mine slowly, my conscience biting 
me for I knew what my mother would say. 
The coke didn’t taste much different, just 
a little more zip, maybe. Then suddenly 
everything was a lot more fun. We laughed 
hilariously over things that hadn’t seemed 
funny before. I did notice that the sun 
was getting low and there was a slight nip 
in the fall air. I suggested that we'd prom- 
ised Mrs. Crews to come home before 
dark. We had quite a long drive, too. But 
the boys only laughed. “There’s lots of 
time,” Richard said. “Put more wood on 
the fire, Dave,” he continued, filling our 
glasses again. 

I don’t know how many times Richard 
came around and gave us each a shot. I 
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was beginning to feel a warm glow. I fur- 
got Mother’s warning about drinking and 
our promise to go home early. I just let 
go to have a ball. 

When the liquor was all gone, Dave and 
Patty got up to take a walk. They said 
they wanted to inspect the falls. “Be care- 
ful and don’t fall in,” Richard joked as 
they walked away. They were both a bit 
unsteady on their feet. Patty would have 
fallen if Dave hadn’t caught her just in 
time. Richard held his drinks better than 
the rest of us. He seemed perfectly calm, 
but the big trees and the camp fire were 
whirling about my ears. 

‘I’ve been drinking ever since I started 
college,” Richard told me. “My folk don’t 
know it. They’d throw a fit if they did. 
\ll college fellows drink. They called me 
chicken’ when I got drunk on my first 
try. 

I was only half conscious when Richard 
sat down on the blanket beside me. Gently 
he pulled me into his arms. For some rea- 
son | was feeling sorry for myself and glad 
to have a shoulder to cry on. He held me 
very close and stroked my hair. “Don’t 
cry, kiddo,” he kept saying, “you’re just a 
little bit drunk. Liquor does that to kids 
at first, makes them cry, I mean. You'll 
be all right when the cobwebs get out of 
your brain.” 

\ll the time he was consoling me he was 
kissing my lips while his hands strayed 
over my body. 

“Joan, honey, I love you. I’ve always 
thought you were a cute kid,” he mur- 
mured with his lips against my ear. Some 
remaining fragment of reason told me he 
was lying. I knew he’d never liked me 
much. He’d always thought of me as a 
child. We were getting beyond kissing. I 
tried feebly to resist when Richard gently 
pushed me back on the blanket. My con- 
science told me to slap his face, to get up 
and run before it was too late, to scream 


for Patty! Anything to escape from this 
sea of passion I was being drawn into. 
But I didn’t do any of these things. My 


was screaming for Richard’s love. 
With his lips on mine he kept telling me 
how sweet I was. It was a glorious sensa- 
tion. [| put my arms around his neck and 
held him close. I felt myself going limp 
in his arms. It was like drowning with 
clawing at me, but I was without 
“Richard. Oh Richard!” I kept 


body 


pani 
control. 


saying 


| COULDN’T remember how we got 

home. Later Patty told me her folk 
had gone to a late show and we had some- 
how managed to get in bed before they 
came home. We both felt terrible. I had 
1 splitting headache, but we had to act 
normal around Patty’s mother. I tried to 
eat some breakfast but I just couldn’t 
choke anything down. Mother came home 
that night but I felt so guilty I could 


62 


searcely look her in the face. 

“Did you have a nice time at the picnic, 
dear?” she inquired. 

“Wonderful,” I said, turning my back 
so I couldn’t meet her searching eyes. 

“You look tired, Joan,” she continued, 
turning me around and looking at me 
closely. “Are you coming down with a 
cold?” 

“No, Mother, I feel okay.” I lied. I was 
sick both mentally and physically. What 
would she do if they found out about Rich- 
ard and me? 

I had to get away from Mother’s ques- 
tions and concern. I felt she could look 
into my soul and see what happened. I 
went to bed early but I couldn’t sleep. My 
mind seethed with the dreadful thing that 
had happened. 


NE? morning I was really ill, but | 

tried to act natural so Mother 
wouldn’t suspect. I went to school but my 
mind wasn’t on my lessons. I kept waiting 
for Wednesday when my period would be 
due. At least I would know then. I was 
very regular. 

Well, it didn’t happen Wednesday, nor 
Thursday, and by a week from Thursday 
I was frantic. Oh! if I could only see a 
doctor and find out for certain, I thought, 
not wanting to believe what I already 
knew. But, if I went to Dr. Tanner and 
he found I was pregnant, he would tell 
Mother. I couldn’t let him do that. I didn’t 
like to think of hurting her. I thought of 
running away, but where could I go? I 
even thought of suicide, but I was too 
much of a coward for that. 

Somehow I worried through until it was 
time for my second period. By this time I 
was having morning sickness. Not only 
morning sickness, but I was nauseated all 
day. Of course, Mother noticed how sick 
I looked. She discovered about my retch- 
ing, too. She thought I had flu. I was pet- 
rified when she made me go to bed and 
called Dr. Tanner. Now, what am I in for. 
I thought. Dr. Tanner will ask questions, 
but I'll never tell him what happened at 
the picnic. That I promised myself. 

When Dr. Tanner came he was very 
solicitous and fatherly. He knew the sort 
of life we’d had with no man around the 
house. He took my temperature, which 
was normal. Then he asked about my 
menstruation periods. Mother hadn’t no- 
ticed that I’d missed twice. When he found 
I hadn’t menstruated he made a closer ex- 
amination and announced that I was preg- 
nant. I denied it and Mother was furious 
at his insinuation. Finally he asked Mother 
to leave the room, and let him talk to me 
alone. He sat down by the bed, took my 
hand and said, “Joan, I know you’ve been 
raised without a father and I want to help 
you. I know your pregnant. The thing for 
you to do is to tell me about it. Whoever 
the boy is, he must help you.” 


For a few frantic moments I thought I 
might persuade Dr. Tanner to perform an 
abortion and let no one know. 

“Please, Dr. Tanner,” I cried, “it was 
Richard Davison. It happened at the pic- 
nic. We drank cokes spiked with whisky. 
Won’t you get me out of it and not let 
Mother know?” 

“No, Joan,” he said kindly, “I could 
never do that. It unethical, it’s really mur- 
der. And don’t you know that just about 
one out of every ten girls dies in that op- 
eration. If that happened to you I’d be 
sent to the penitentiary. Anyway I couldn’t 
perform such an operation without your 
mother’s consent. If you died she’d be an 
accessory to the fact and might go to 
prison too. You wouldn’t want that, would 
you?” 

“Oh! No,” I cried hysterically. 

“Then [ll call your mother back and 
you tell her about Richard.” 

Mother was shocked but she remained 
calm. “I'll call Mr. Davison,” I heard her 
tell Dr. Tanner as she went out to the 
phone in the hall. In just a few minutes 
the doorbell rang and Mr. Davison came 
in. His eyes opened wide when he found 
me in bed. 

“Why, what’s this?” he said. “What's 
the matter with Joan?” 

“Pll let Joan tell you herself,” I heard 
Mother say. 

I was trembling until my teeth chattered 
but I forced myself to tell Richard’s father 
about what had happened at the picnic. | 
could see my words striking him like heavy 
blows. He looked at me with shock. and 
disbelief. 

“And I had expected so much of my 
son,” he said sadly. “I have worked and 
saved all my life so I could send him to 
college. I wanted so much to make him a 
lawyer. Now he’s done this—this thing.” 

Mother was quietly crying and Mr. 
Davison and Dr. Tanner were frowning. I 
seemed in a sort of daze, not knowing 
what was going on. Suddenly Mr. Davison 
jumped to his feet. “How do I know my 
boy is the one.” he said. “This girl might 
have been going with other boys. Someone 
else could have done this and she just 
blamed it on Richard.” 

I heard Mother remind him about the 
picnic. “Patty and Dave can tell about 
how Richard got the girls drunk.” Dr. 
Tanner was saying something about “age 
of consent-penitentiary offense, and a lot 
of things I didn’t know about. 

Finally Mr. Davison dropped into a 
chair. He didn’t say anything for a long, 
dreadful moment. He just sat there think- 
ing, his face clouded with regret and pain. 
No one spoke for a few minutes then Mr. 
Davison suggested that due to my age it 
might be better to perform an abortion. 

“T’ll never consent to that,” Mother told 
him. Then he outlined a plan to send me 
away to a home for unwed mothers, and 
have the haby adopted. 
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Mother’s face flushed hotly as she re- 
plied, “And let Joan bear all the dis- 
grace?” 

After a lot more argument it was de- 
cided that Richard and I should be 
quietly married. Richard would graduate 
in June then he could get a job and sup- 
port his family. This meant an end to his 
hopes for law school. 

All these plans were made without con- 
sulting Richard. When he found out he 
was furious. He just didn’t want to marry 
me. I wasn’t sure I wanted to marry him. 
| wasn’t ready to be a wife. 

“J won’t marry her!” he shouted defi- 
antly. “I’m in love with a girl at college. 
I refuse to be forced into a marriage with 
a girl I don’t love.” 

Mother had to arrange a meeting be- 
tween her lawyer and Richard before he’d 
consent to the marriage. The lawyer re- 
minded Richard that I was not yet sixteen. 
“fll have you arrested on a charge of 
statuatory rape if you don’t marry this 
girl.” 

As Richard left the lawyer’s office he 
shouted angrily, “Okay! Ill marry her if 
[have to, but you can’t make me live with 
her.” 

It was arranged that we would be mar- 
ried the following weekend. 


N THAT day Mother and I, together 

with the Davisons, went to the city 
where Richard was attending college. We 
were quietly married in the minister’s 
study. Not the lovely church wedding I'd 
dreamed about, with flowers and _ brides- 
maids and a long, filmy veil. I was not the 
charming bride I’d pictured myself either. 
I was red-eyed from weeping. My wedding 
gown was a plain little print dress that was 
already getting a bit snug. Richard was 
surly and resentful. His breath smelled of 
liquor. And I knew from his forced kiss 
that he hated me. 

Richard’s father had rented us a two- 
room walk-up apartment where we were to 
keep house until his graduation. As soon 
as we arrived at the apartment, I began 
to feel a terror. How was I going to keep 
house and cook for my husband. I didn’t 
know how to cook and I hated housework! 

Mother and Mrs. Davison had brought 
in a week’s supply of groceries for us. 
“You children can busy yourselves this 
afternoon putting away things in the re- 
frigerator and cupboard,” Mrs. Davison 
said. There was a strained silence among 
us and I knew neither Mr. nor Mrs. Da- 
vison liked me. They felt I’d trapped 
Richard and spoiled all the life-long plans 
they’d made for him. Mother was resent- 
ful, too. I knew she blamed Richard for 
the whole thing because he was older, but 
she smiled bravely as she kissed me good- 
bye. “Don’t worry, baby. Everything will 
he fine now. Try to be a good wife.” 

‘Goodbye, Richard,” she said, holding 


out her hand, “be kind to my little girl.” 
Richard was a bit unsteady on his feet as 
he turned angrily away, ignoring mother’s 
proffered hand. He didn’t say goodbye to 
his parents or thank his father for the 
check that Mr Davison handed him in 
parting. “Handle this carefully,” Mr. Da- 
vison cautioned, “you’ve a wife to support 
now.” 

As soon as our parents left, Richard 
went out. He didn’t tell me where he was 
going or when he’d be back. I was so 
lonely and confused I threw myself on the 
bed and cried until I was ill. It was get- 
ting dusk when I got up and started put- 
ting things away in the kitchen. I had to 
think of something to fix for my husband’s 
dinner. I had hoped we might go out to 
dinner on our wedding night, but Richard 
didn’t mention it. I didn’t have the least 
idea how to plan a meal. I needn’t have 
worried, though. When Richard came 
home he was very drunk. He was not in- 
terested in the dinner I’d prepared with 
a can opener and a sauce pan. I tried to 
put my arms around him and coax him 
into a better humor, but he only pushed 
me away. 

“T hate you!” he snarled. “You’re noth- 
ing but a cheap little tramp. I don’t intend 
to live with support your brat. 
You’ve spoiled everything I wanted in 
life.” 

“Please! Please, Richard,” I cried. 
“Please let’s talk about it when you feel 
better. You’re drunk!” 

“So I’m drunk!” he snarled. Then he 
struck me full across the face. 

With blood running from my nose and 
cut lip, I ran into the bathroom and locked 
the door. Richard pounded and kicked the 
door trying to make me open the door, but 
I stood with my back against it, afraid he 
might break it down and kill me. Finally 
I heard him open the front door and stag- 
ger down the steps. I washed the blood 
from my face and came out. So this is 
marriage! | sobbed. What a bed-time story 
to tell my child! 

Richard didn’t come home that night at 
all. Next morning a policeman called to 
tell me Richard was in jail. He’d been 
found drunk, lying on the college cam- 
pus. He’d sobered up enough by morning 
to tell his name and address. He wanted 
me to contact his father and get money 
to pay his fine. I happened to have enough 
money in my purse so I could pay Rich- 
ard’s fine and get him out. 

I had hoped that Richard would profit 
by this experience, but he was so frus- 
trated and despondent over what marriage 
had done to his career that he turned more 
and more to liquor to get release. One 
night he came home drunk and we had a 
terrible fight. He knocked me down and 
beat me until I was covered with welts. 
Next morning I found a scribbled note 
from him saying, “Don’t worry, you'll 
never see me again.” 
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Humiliated and disgraced I took a by 
and went home. In a few days the who} 
town knew about the shotgun wedding 
They knew about my disgrace and the 
knew I’d been deserted by my husband, | 
was ashamed to be seen on the street. Hoy 
I longed to go to school along with my oj 
girl friends but I could only stay home anj 
hide myself behind drawn shades. 


I T WAS the middle of June when I wey 
to the hospital. Somehow I’d know 
all along that I’d have a daughter. A fte 
twelve hours of labor little Terry Jan be 
came a reality. Not something I'd jug 
dreamed about for nine unhappy months, 
She was the most beautiful thing Id ever 
seen. She had a dark fluff of hair, long 
dark eyelashes, and the sweetest little 
mouth. I fell in love with her at one. ['l 
never give her up for adoption, I thought, 
although both Richard’s parents and 
Mother had suggested that might be best 
for both me and my baby. I could never 
give you away, darling, I cried, hugging 
her close. but how can I ever explain that 
you are the product of a shotgun wedding. 
When Terry Jan and I were ready to 
leave the hospital Mr. Davison paid all my 
expenses and set up an allowance for me 
to support their granddaughter. Neither 
Richard’s parents nor I had heard from 
Richard since he left. Mr. Davison kept 
saying, “I’m not worried about him. He'll 
be back someday.” 

As soon as I got my strength back I re. 
solved I was no longer going to be a bur. 
den on Mother and the Davisons. I'd 
caused them enough trouble and heartache 
already. I found a good babysitter to help 
with the work and look after Terry Jan, 
while I attended business college. I’d had 
some shorthand and typing in school so I 
was able to finish the course in six months 
and get a secretarial job with one of the 
defense plants. I wanted to make myself 
forget about Richard, so I began having a 
little social life. Bud Arford started see- 
ing me again. He adored Terry Jan and 
begged me to get a divorce and marry him. 
Bud had developed into quite a business- 
man since he’d finished school and taken 
a job in his father’s filling station. 

I liked Bud but somehow I was soured 
on marriage. Terry Jan was my whole 
world. All I wanted out of life was to make 
things right for her. In some small way 
I wanted to make up for the sin and dis- 
grace of her birth. More and more I was 
haunted by the thought of how I would 
tell my precious daughter that she was the 
product of a shotgun wedding. 

When Terry Jan was two years old and 
I'd had no word of Richard, I decided it 
was best to divorce him. I’d become quite 
fond of Bud. His father had promised to 
make him a full partner in the business 
as soon as he was married. I thought Terry 
Jan deserved the right to a home and a 
father’s protection. I had to think about 
my own security, too. 
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My lawyer drew up the papers charging 
Richard with desertion and non-support. 
Through the bureau of missing persons, 
Richard was located working in another 
gate. The divorce notice was served on 


On Saturday, just a few days before my 
case was to come up for hearing, I was 
home helping with the weekend cleaning. 
| was dressed in blue jeans and my hair 
was in pin curls. There was a ring at the 
door. “Now who’s that?” I wondered, 
glancing at my untidy self in the hall mir- 


ror. 
I opened the door and there stood Rich- 


ard. 

“Well!” I said, staring at him. He 
looked older, and very unhappy. 

“Come on in,” I said. 

Richard was ill at ease as he stepped 
inside the door. “May I see my daughter?” 
he asked after a moment. 

Terry Jan was just waking from her 
nap. I could hear her cooing and talking 
to herself. “I guess it’s all right, Richard,” 
[ said, leading the way to the bedroom. 

Terry was flushed from sleep. Her 
brown curls were clinging damply to her 
forehead. She looked adorable. Unafraid, 
she smiled at her father—even though 
she’d never seen him. Richard picked her 
up and hugged her close. “Joan I’ve been 
a fool, and I’m sorry. I’ve learned a big 
lesson. I’d like to come home and make 
anew start. I want to do right by my wife 
and baby. Will you call off the divorce 
and give me another chance.” 

I was dumbfounded. I didn’t love Rich- 
ard. I never had loved him really. I thought 
I was in love with Bud and had made up 


my mind to marry him. 

But Richard seemed so pathetically re- 
morseful that my heart went out to him. 
“lll think it over Richard,” I told him, 
“and consult my lawyer. After all, my 
trial comes up next week.” 

“Make an appointment for this after- 
noon, Joan,” Richard said. “That will give 
me time to go home and get cleaned up.” 

After a long talk with my lawyer, he 
said: “I’m thinking only of what’s best for 
the child. It’s always better if the parents 
can stay together. If Richard can prove 
himself by getting a job and supporting 
his family. then my advice is to give it a 
try.” 

All that happened ten years ago. They 
haven’t been altogether easy years, but I 
thank God for giving Richard and me an- 
other chance. Richard has made good on 
his job. We are paying for our little home 
and Richard is attending law school at 
night. He still has dreams of becoming a 
lawyer. My greatest worry, the thing that 
haunts me and makes me lie awake nights 
is, how can I tell our daughter that she is 
the product of a shotgun wedding. Terry 
Jan is a sensitive child, a bright, lovely 
child. She’s twelve and just beginning to 
be interested in boys and romance. Some- 
times she asks me, “Mommy, how did you 
meet Daddy? Did you have a big, roman- 
tic wedding?” 

That’s when I shudder! Must I tell her? 
Someone will. Will it spoil her life to 
know about her mother’s Every 
night when I hear her prayers, I ask God 
to give me strength to tell her the truth in 
a way that won’t make her hate her par- 


ents. THE END 


sin? 





I Couldn’t Make Love Last 


(Continued from Page 21) 


He must have figured something was wrong 
because the engine hadn’t completely died 
when he leaped to the freshly plowed earth 
and began running across the field. 

I started yelling, “Butch is getting well.” 
as I tore across the furrows. “Butch can 
come home soon!” 

If Benny said anything I was too self- 
occupied to realize it. He reached out for 
me, and I didn’t push him away. He drew 
me close and let me rest my face in the 
bib of his coveralls. He felt so comforting 
why had I been turning to everyone else 
when I should have been turning to 
Benny? Why hadn’t I forgiven him and 
shared the burden of our child’s 
After all, I was Butch’s mother and I 
hadn’t realized he was sick till it was 
nearly too late. I had to swallow before I 
could say, “Benny, I’m sorry I’ve held you 
off all these months.” 

Benny stirred and timidly touched my 


illness? 


hair. “Maybe you held me away because I 
wasn’t man enough to make you let me into 
your heart. Besides, I figured I was getting 
about what I deserved, Peg, so I sort of 
left you alone. I’m the one who’s sorry,” 
he said gruffly. “I acted like a fool.” 

We didn’t say another word. We just left 
the tractor sitting there in the middle of 
the field and walked home. There, for the 
first time in months, we made love. 

Not long afterward, we brought Butch 
home. When we arrived, the house was full 
of food and flowers, toys and well-wishers. 
Happy? I was so happy I was delirious. 
Long after the farmhouse was empty of 
people, I still clutched Butch in my arms. 
I didn’t offer to share him with 
Benny. 

And that’s the way things continued. I 
was boss over Butch. I never let Benny 
punish him or even care for him. Butch 
was mine, 


even 
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I know now, looking back, that’s why 
Renny decided to take that oil field job. 
He didn’t feel needed at home. When 
Benny told me he figured he’d take that 
eood-paying job so he could start a savings 
account for Butch, I told him I thought it 
was a good idea. The job would mean 
Benny and I living in different towns with 
only weekends together. but for Butch’s 
future no sacrifice was too great. 

| was too busy to miss Benny an awful 
lot. There were the farm chores, house- 
work and Butch to keen me busy. Week- 
ends I was glad to see Benny but between 
us there was a growing indifference. We 
made love but I was never able to keep my 
mind completely focused on our together- 
ness. I found myself keeping an ear cocked 
for Butch—was he restless. was he cough- 
ing? T lived in constant fear his tuber- 
culosis would return. 


T7INTER came. bitterly cold. and I 
watched Butch like a hawk. But. with 
all my constant hovering over him, he 
caught a cold. A bad one. Benny had our 
car at his job so I couldn’t go into the 
city. | phoned the doctor and he told me a 
cold wasn’t serious. “But if Butch isn’t bet- 
the weekend,” Dr. Lester advised, 
“bring him in.” 

So I aspirin-ed Butch and watched over 
him day and night. He seemed okay but I 
had a feeling. 

The weekend came and I waited anx- 
iously for Benny. I wanted to take Butch 
to the doctor. But Benny didn’t come in at 
his usual I did the chores, then 
walked the floor. Darkness came and still 
no Benny. Where was he? 

\bout eight o’clock car lights were vis- 
ible in our lane. I was outdoors waiting 
for Benny when he drove up. He got out 
of the car slowly and somehow his unhur- 
ried attitude irked me. “Where have you 
been?” [I shouted against the howling 
wind 

He hollered, “I worked overtime.” Then 
his eyes narrowed with suspicion. “But 
why should you care? You’ve never been 
this anxious to see me before. What’s 
wrong? Something ailing Butch?” 

I felt my face go hot because he’d seen 
right through me. “Yes, Butch has a cold. 
[ wanted to take him to Dr. Lester this 


te? bv 


time. 


evening. 

Benny’s face was grim as we went into 
the house. “I’ve been doing a lot of think- 
ing, Peg.” he was saying, “and I’ve decided 
you molly-coddle Butch too much. He’s 
your whole life and that’s not right or 
natural. | know how you feel, being raised 
an orphan, but—” 

[ was about to answer him—how I don’t 
when Butch started crying. I 
ran to him and scooped him into my arms. 
His little nose was all stopped up and he 
felt feverish. “See. he’s sick,” I threw at 
senny . 
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remember 


Benny stood motionless a moment, then 
crossed the room in wide steps. With a 
sudden gesture he reached out and jerked 
Butch from my arms. “He’s just got a cold, 
Peg. but the way you’re carrying on—” 

I snatched at my screaming. frightened 
son but Benny managed to hold me off. 
“Shut up your bawling.” he commanded 
Butchie. “Cry baby.” he yelled. shaking 
Butch. “Mama’s boy!” 

T was fighting mad. “You stop treating 
Butchie that way!” I screamed. “Stop it. 
you big dumb ox!” 

From his great height above me. Benny 
leered down. “I’m tired of being unappre- 
ciated around here. I’m tired of the way 
youre raising my son!” 

Above Butch’s screams I shouted. “You 
give me my son! Give him here!” 

Benny ignored me. “Shut up your bawl- 
ing.” he warned Butch. “or I’m going to 
give you a spanking you'll never forget!” 

“You spank Butch and Tll—” Did I 
finish my threat? T don’t remember. All TI 
remember was the white hot fire burning 
inside me when I saw Benny whirl Butch 
upside down and start whamming his tiny 
bottom. IT ran in like a wildcat, crying. 
screaming. clawing. 

Benny stiff-armed me. “This should have 
been done long ago.” he thundered. Then 
he turned Butch right side up and stalked 
off to the bedroom with him. T ran behind 
and saw Benny toss Butch into his crib. 
“Cry it out—without your Mama.” he 
yelled. 

And then he swung to face me. to block 
me from Butch’s crib. “I'll kill you before 
I'll let you pick that kid up,” he threat- 
ened. 

I took a step. “I mean it, Peg. I’ve had 
it!” he shouted. 

Butch was all stopped up. choking. I felt 
tears on my face. “Benny. please—” 

His face only tightened. “I’ve loved you, 
Peg. like no man on this earth ever loved 
a woman. I’ve worked like a dog to give 
you and Butch everything within my 
power. I’ve never drank or chased women 
or gambled. But you’ve never truly re- 
turned any of my love.” He stopped, then 
advanced toward me. his face set and 
grim. “Tonight. Peg,” he gritted. “You’re 
going to love me.” 

T fought him but he was like a madman. 
He tore off my clothes. Then, with the 
wails of my son dinning in my ears. Benny 
forced himself on me. 

When he finally released me, I dragged 
my abused body to Butch’s crib. He was 
breathing thickly but he was asleep. I bent 
down and kissed him. A half crazy thought 
formed in my mind: “T’ll quit Benny for 
this. I'll take Butch and we'll go away. ... 

I believe, too, I might have carried out 
my plan if things hadn’t turned out the 
way they did. In a few hours Butch’s fever 
reached 105 and Benny. despite his threats, 


grew alarmed enough to rush Butch to the 
city to the doctor. 

The doctor immediately put Butch in the 
hospital. He had double pneumonia, we 
were told. and in my sorrow and despera- 
tion I screamed at Benny, “I told you so! 
I told you so!” 

Bennv raked his hands through his hair, 
“Look. Peg. vou know I—” 

In anger, T glared him down. “You've 
endangered the life of my son twice. but 
there’ll be no third time, Benny James! 
When Butch pulls out of this, we’re leav- 
ing you!” 

But Butch didn’t pull out of it. He died 
that very night. died in his sleep—with one 
tiny finger curled around his Mommie’s 
hand. I fought the nurse that tried to un- 
curl that finger. “You can’t take my son 
from me!” T screamed but T lost him any- 
way. 

The funeral? T don’t remember much of 
it. Benny was beside me in a dark suit. 
crying silently, tears rolling down his face 
—and I hated him for every tear he shed. 
He’d never loved Butch as T had! 

\ll the while the preacher was talking I 
kept looking at Butch in his little blue 
casket. He looked so beautiful. he didn’t 
look dead at all. He looked like a hig 
dressed-up doll. T began to shake. from my 
feet up. I tasted tears in my mouth over 
and over again as the preacher’s voice 
droned on. 

When the service was over. people filed 
by to see my son. Then they shook my 
hand and told me how sorry they were. 
Benny helped me to my feet and together 
we walked over to see Butch for the last 
time. 

I bent down and tried to pick him up. 
Benny. his voice harsh, gasped. “No. Peg! 
No!” and held me off till some pallbearers 
scurried up to drag me away from my son. 
I couldn’t bear this! I couldn’t! I wanted 
to die too. 


UT you can’t will yourself to die. I kept 
on living, but for what? Benny and I 
were worlds apart, each of us locked in our 
own personal grief. Without Butch I was 
helplessly lost. 

Dark days passed. I thought constantly 
of my son. Everyday I’d touch Butch’s 
clothes, his toys, his little books. Some- 
times I thought I’d hear his voice and see 
him. I’d nearly go crazy when I realized 
I'd never see or hear him again. He was 
gone. 

All I had left was Benny. One night, 
with tears in his eyes, Benny asked me to 
try to start all over with him again. We'd 
sell the farm, so laden with its memories 
of Butch, and go somewhere else. “You 
name the place, Peg.” he urged. “I'll take 
you anywhere, do anything for you if you'll 
forgive me and love me again!” 

My face felt stiff as I stared at Benny. 
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Once I'd loved him but now he was just a 
habit I’d started years before and didn’t 
know how to break. But suppose I did 
leave him? Where would an orphan like 
me go? Benny loved me and wasn’t his 
love better than none at all? His offer was 
tempting—start all over. I took a deep 
breath. “I’d like to go to Corpus, Benny. 
I've always wanted to live on the coast.” 

Benny wouldn’t like the low coastal 
country but for me he answered, “I'll put 
the farm on the market in the morning.” 

So we moved halfway across Texas to 
Corpus Christi on the Gulf of Mexico. We 
hought a pretty home; Benny dressed me 
up like a doll and got a good oil field job 
to keep up our new scale of living. 

I based my happiness on things, things, 
things, and Benny worked himself to the 
bone, never complaining at the price he 
had to pay to hold my love. He even bought 
me a new car to run around in. I went to 


movies. parties. I even took a modeling 
course—anything to keep my mind off 
Butch. 


We'd lived in Corpus only six months 
when Benny got sick on the job and was 
rushed to the hospital. His boss called me 
and I sped to the hospital to find Benny 
coughing and spitting up blood. When he 
saw me he looked absolutely stricken and 
I knew, without a word from the doctor, 
what was wrong with him: TB! 

And that’s what it was. His old disease 
had reactivated. Because Benny was a vet- 
eran he could get free medical care and 
the government sent him to a Veterans’ 
Hospital that put emphasis on tuberculosis 
care. TB had struck my life again and all 
I could think of was: why, God? Why 
must I have so much unhappiness in my 
life? 

I put up our house for rent, furnished, 
and followed Benny to his destination—a 
tall hospital surrounded by beautiful green 
lawns and trees. Benny was signed in, 
issued white cotton pajamas, and assigned 
aroom on the fourth floor. And that was 
that. 

Benny clung to me before I left him and 
I felt my heart go out to him. “Keep on 
loving me, Peg,” he pleaded. “Don’t forget 
me. I'll get well.” 

Poor Benny. He could never be sure of 
me, could he? I kissed his forehead. “Don’t 
be silly, Benny.” I said. “You know I'll 
stick by you.” 

He squeezed my hand. “I love you, Peg. 

I was about to reply when a nurse en- 
tered and said I had to leave the room. I 
smiled at Benny before I left but it wasn’t 
asmile from deep inside myself. What if I 
lost Benny as I had Butch? Why had my 
life been so tragic? 

Finding a place to live wasn’t hard—the 
town was one motel after another. I chose 
anice enough two-room cabin, went out to 
eat, and came back to my lonesome four 
walls. I fell into bed, exhausted and heart- 
sick. and afterwhile I began to weep. 


” 


DID a lot of weeping in the days and 
weeks to follow. TB isn’t quickly cured, 


despite the new drugs, and days came and 


went without Benny showing one bit of 
progress. When I saw our lives might be 


tied up like that for months, maybe years, 
I realized I couldn’t keep hanging around 
that cabin all day without a thing to do. I 
found a job. 

It was a crazy job. I guess, but I fell in 
love with it. I was a secretary at a privately 
owned hunting preserve. My boss bought 
foreign deer from India and Africa, placed 
them on his big high-fenced ranch. and 
charged city hunters $250 to shoot one of 
his animals. 
reservations, kept books, answered the tele- 


I took orders for year-round 


phone and sometimes drove to the airport 
to pick up flying hunters. On the job I was 
too busy to think all the time about my 
troubles. 

Then, 
some sort of order 
life, a new 
ranch. His name was Wes Johnson and he 
was to be the new hunting guide. He was 
also the best-looking man I’d ever seen in 


just as I was starting to make 
out of my messed-up 
fellow came to work on the 


my life. 

Wes. How can I explain him? A little 
under six foot. a little over 170, white 
teeth, flashing black eyes. bronze skin with 
a ruddy glow under it. . . . But with Wes, 
it was more than just looks. It was vitality 
and nerve and Every time I 
looked at him I got the idea I’d missed a 
lot of living and loving. 


maleness. 


He’d mar- 
ried at seventeen and now, at twenty-six, he 
had a houseful of kids—three boys and two 
girls. His wife and kids had stayed in west 
Texas. When he caught my questioning 
eyes on him, “Some of the 
kids are in school. them, 
but I couldn’t find a job nearer home.” 

But if my 
were bold and frank. On the level, his eyes 
told me. /’m enjoying this freedom from 
my family. I love them, sure, but I’ve been 
tied down since I was still wet behind the 
ears. 


Of course Wes was married. 


he explained. 
I hated to leave 


eyes were questioning, his 


And, after I'd read that message in his 
eyes, I told him about myself. When I'd 
finished I let my eyes add: I’m lonesome 
and scared. I’ve never cheated on my hus- 
band, but it’s no fun being heartsick and 
alone all the time. 

We were two married people tempo- 
rarily parted from our mates and the feel- 
ings that were to grow between us started 
so innocently—a conversation on a huge 
leather roaring 
lodge fire, a cup of coffee together. It be- 
a tiny smile, a 


couch pulled before a 
gan with a shared laugh. 
man lighting my cigarette and talking to 
me from deep in his throat. 

I told myself I was fighting my fire- 
cracker attraction to Wes, but at the same 


time I was getting a new hairstyle and 
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taking a new interest in my looks. I found 
myself feeling and looking better than I 
had in years. 

Benny noticed my change and it tore at 
him. One night, when I was getting ready 
to leave his room, he pulled me against his 


shrinking body. “Peg,” he whispered, 
“you're so beautiful.” I felt sweat pop out 
on his face. “Don’t forget me, honey. I’m 
going to get out of this place before long.” 

I felt tears of shame come into my eyes. 
I'd been thinking of Wes half the time I 
was visiting my sick husband. Oh, what 
was wrong with me? I hugged Benny and 
caressed the back of his neck. “I won't 
forget you, Benny,” I whispered, ashamed 
of myself. I was already forgetting him in 
all the ways that mattered. I had to get 
hold of myself! 

The next few days at the ranch I avoided 
Wes. Everytime he’d look my way, the beat 
of my heart pounded in my ears like gun- 
shots. | didn’t drink coffee with him, and 
[ wasn’t on the scene when he came in 
from a hunt. I couldn’t trust myself. Nights 
I'd lay awake and wonder how Wes kissed. 
And that’s not all ’'d wonder. 

Wes knew I was fighting my feelings. He 
was fighting his, too. He hadn’t been home 
since he’d taken the job. Wes, too, was 
lonely and had a hunger building up inside 
himself. 

TT.HANKSGIVING week came—a time 

of families and kinfolks—and my alone- 
ness was like acid inside me. I had no one 
for Thanksgiving and the thought of eat- 
ing turkey in a cafe alone—well, it made 
me burst out crying. 

Wes, in from a hunt, caught me crying. 
He came up behind me and turned me to 
face him. “Why the tears, Peg?” he asked 
in his throaty manner. 

[ looked up at him and figured his wife 
was about the luckiest woman alive. “Oh, 
it’s nothing,” I said, shaking from his near- 
ness 
“Tell me! Papa Wes wants to know.” 
His voice was light, but it had a depth in 
it. He really was concerned. 

“Wes,” I stammered, “I just got blue 
about Thanksgiving. No one to cook for, no 
husband or kids or kinfolks. You know.” 

‘Yes, | know.” The muscles in his jaws 
worked. “Peg, you know I’m not going 
home for Thanksgiving, don’t you?” 

[ felt my face betraying me. “But I 
thought 

“The boss needs me. It’s pretty busy 
here, you know, during the holidays.” He 
gave me a look that went deep down into 
me. “Peg,” he said, “will you cook me a 
Thanksgiving dinner?” 

Wes tempted me, but did he realize 
that? I wanted to cook for him, be with 
him, but I shouldn’t. I stood, torn. “Wes,” I 
stammered, “I—I don’t know whether that 
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“right?” he finished for me. 

I could only nod, too overcome to say 
any more. 

“Eating together—is that a sin?” Wes 
asked above me. 

“No, Wes, but—” 

“Listen, Peg,” he burst out, “what’s the 
sense of us eating alone, miserable in our 
aloneness?” 

When he put it that way, it sounded less 
wrong. Wes pushed on. “No strings at- 
tached, Peg.” 

No strings attached was a polite way of 
saying I won’t make a pass at you... 
just a meal together, an easing of the lone- 
ly ache inside ourselves. “Okay, Wes,” I 
answered finally. “I'll fix you a dinner. But 
no strings attached!” 

“But, of course,” Wes agreed with the 
hint of a gleam in his eyes. 

That evening, my heart singing, I went 
to the supermarket to shop. How good it 
felt to be a part of the crowd, of the rush 
to buy the traditional cranberries, pump- 
kin and turkey! This couldn’t be wrong, 
could it? 

Thanksgiving Day I visited Benny until 
the huge meal carts, pungent with the smell 
of good food. came rumbling down the 
hallways. Benny winced. “This isn’t much 
of a Thanksgiving, Peg,” he said darkly. 

His woxls brought me up short. At my 
cabin, a turkey was baking for another 
man. I’d already made the pie and the 
salad and cleaned my lonely two rooms till 
they glittered. I knew I ought to tell 
Benny, explain it, get things out in the 
open, but how do you tell your husband 
you're cooking a meal for another man? 
Numbly I stood, struggling with my con- 
science, while a crispy nurse fixed my hus- 
band his lunch on a bedside table and 
ordered me out of the room. 

I went back to my cabin, restless and 
disturbed by the memory of Benny’s pite- 
ous haunting face. It was awful to feel the 
way I did—attracted to one man, tied to 
another. .. . But what kind of woman 
would cheat on a sick man? Suddenly I 
was so filled with self loathing, I cut the 
heat off the turkey and started grabbing 
up my coat, gloves and scarf. I just 
wouldn’t be here when Wes arrived! 

I ran blindly outside and leaped into my 
car. I'd forgotten my keys. I went back 
after them—and Wes drove up. 

He climbed from the car, sniffing the air. 
“Hmm,” he smiled, “homecooking.” Then, 
up closer, he saw I was dressed to leave. 
“Forget to buy something, Peg—or did you 
lose your courage?” 

All I could say was, “You're early.” 

He was upon me now, looking at me 
searchingly. “Yes, I am,” was the only 
reply I got. 

The cabin door slammed behind us. 
Woodenly we removed our coats. Wes was 
wearing a white shirt—no tie—and tan 
pants as tight as his skin. He made the 


breath go out of me, he was so handsome, 
To hide my raging feelings I rushed into 
my tiny kitchen and relit the stove. It was 
a dead giveaway. 

“You were going to run out on me, 
weren't you,” Wes demanded. 

I whirled the knobs on my stove like 
mad, making the fire leap up. then ex. 
tinguish. “Wes—please—” 

Wes moved to the side of the stove and 
stuck a thin cigar to a burner. He took a 
few deep puffs and with smoke coming 
from his lips said, “Peggy, I wasn’t even 
going to show up here, but I couldn’t stay 
away from you!” 

I had to fight this—I had to! “You're 
just lonesome, Wes,” I got out. “One visit 
home and you'll forget me.” 

“I have been home,” Wes answered fiat- 
ly. “The boss gave me a surprise Thanks. 
giving gift. He flew me home last night 
and came after me this morning.” 

I couldn’t look at Wes. I could only 
stare down at the gas flames on my stove. 

Wes snapped off the flames. “Peg.” he 
said, “I made love to my wife and it was 
nothing. Nothing. I kept thinking of you.” 

“Don't!” I protested weakly. “Don’t say 
things like that!” 

Wes jerked the cigar from his lips. 
“Maybe I shouldn’t have said that,” he ad- 
mitted hoarsely. “but it’s the bald-faced 
truth! I think of you all the damned 
time!” He forced my eyes to meet his. “Do 
you think of me like that, Peg, or am I 
barking up the wrong tree?” 

I didn’t have the strength to lie. “I think 
of you all the time, Wes. God help me, but 
you're on my mind every minute of every 
hour!” 

Wes’s eyes glowed. “This has never hap- 
pened to me before,” he said thickly. 

“It hasn’t happened to me either,” I 
vowed solemnly. 

Suddenly Wes was reaching out for me 
and I realized if I let him touch me, I'd 
be lost . . . “No strings attached, remem- 
ber?” I choked out. 

Wes stopped and his face twisted in a 
tortured grimace. “I’m afraid I made you a 
promise I can’t keep...” 

Deep inside me were tearing pains that 
were making me sick. “Wes, we’ve got to 
keep ourselves in control . . .” My voice 
was a harsh whisper, pleading with him 
against my desire. 

“Peg!” The torment in his voice tore at 
my heart. “A kiss—that’s all. I just want to 
kiss you.” 

I couldn’t speak. I couldn’t move. I just 
stood there, transfixed, while Wes pushed 
me against the wall and kissed my eyelids. 
“Somewhere down the line,” he murmured, 
“we both got gypped. I got shotgunned into 
a marriage with a girl I probably wouldn’t 
have married. You, Peg, married a guy 
who tricked you, too.” For a moment he 
was silent, his lips pressed against my 
cheek. “I’ve asked myself a hundred times 
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why we have to keep paying for something 
that happened to us when we were just 
teenagers!” 

Everything I'd ever wanted in life had 
heen destroyed because of Benny’s trick- 
ing me into marriage .. . Wes was right. 
He nuzzled me and a little flame ran along 
my veins. Everything became confused. 
Suddenly we were body to body, mouth to 
mouth, Almost unwittingly I began to re- 
turn Wes’s kisses. 

At the last moment I pulled away from 
Wes and ran to the far end of the room. 
“No!” It was a cry torn from me. 

The hunger inside made him 
drunkenly as he faced me. “What can it 
hurt?” he argued. 

| put my hands over my ears. “Talk! 
Why talk about it? We know what it can 
hurt!” 

Wes looked away and when he looked 
at me again, the passion on his face had 
cooled. “Okay, Peg, you win 

So we ate the meal I’d prepared and 
after a while things were easier between 
us. We left the dishes and went out to a 
movie. 

There we sat in the balcony, among a 
bunch of teenagers, and ate popcorn from 
the same bag. We even giggled and held 
hands. Once Wes kissed me—and I won- 
dered how we could go on like this. 

But go on we did. We tried to break off 
but we couldn’t. We kept on seeing each 
other and as date followed date, our kisses 
grew more demanding and harder to break 
away from. 


sway 


LL the time I was becoming more and 
*“ more involved with Wes, I was dogged- 
ly visiting my husband and assuring him 
of my love. Benny had a roommate now—a 
Perry Andrews—and somehow having an- 
other person in the room made things 
easier for me. I didn’t have to say too 
much. All I had to do was act like a faith- 
ful wife longing for her husband’s recovery 
and return home. 

Sometimes. during my act. I’d catch 
Perry Andrews’ eyes on me. Perry had 
been a professional bronc rider until tuber- 
culosis struck him down. Perry had been 
around a lot—could he see through me as 
Benny couldn't? I didn’t know, I could 
oly hope I was hiding the brutal truth 
from my husband. I no longer loved him, 
but I didn’t have the gall to divorce him 
while he was sick. 

And Wes? What about him? He no 
longer loved Mary, he claimed, but he had 
five kids to think of. When summer rolled 
around he’d have to bring them to his job. 
Mary, he told me, filled her letters with 
sentences of hope that they’d soon be to- 
gether, the seven of them, a family again. 

It was that dreadful sense of time run- 
ning out on us that pushed Wes and me 
heyond caring. One night we didn’t stop 


with kisses. When it was all over, I found 
myself huddled in the backseat of Wes’s 
car, shaking with shame and chill and 
misery. Wes, too, seemed withdrawn, his 
face almost grim. I groaned, pressing my 
face against the backseat. “Oh, I never 
meant this to happen,” I sobbed into the 
night. 

Wes didn’t try to comfort me with words 
or caresses. He merely looked over at me. 
“Peg, all you had to do was say no.” he 
accused. “I’ve stopped before—when you 
asked!” 

My head jerked up sharply. Why, he 
was heaping the full blame of this upon 
me! My heart began pounding sickly with 
the realization that Wes was the sort of 
man who’d blame a woman for the con- 
sequences of something they’d done to- 
gether! For years he’d been blaming Mary 
for their shotgun marriage and now he 
was blaming me for our stolen love. A 
woman could say no he’d thrown at me. 

Well, he was right, and how the truth 
hurt! “Take me home!” I heard myself 
cry. “Take me home and get out of my 
life!” 

Wes didn’t argue 
fast the car rocked and swayed. Whatever 
had been between us had vanished with the 
giving of ourselves to each other. Maybe. 


-just sped me home so 


my heart cried out. when you used love 
wrong, as we'd done, it showed up your 
wrongness. .. . 

I must have been in a state of shock as I 
stumbled into cabin. I don’t even 
remember getting out of Wes’s car or hear- 
ing him leave. When the numbness wore 
off, and feeling began filtering into my 
body, I knew somehow, someway. I had to 
make this mistake up to Benny. I wanted to 
start all over with Benny again. “I’ll make 
this betrayal up to you somehow. Benny, I 


my 


promise I will!” I cried aloud. 

What was left of the night. I sat up. I 
was at my window when the sun came up. 
A new day. a new beginning. My heart 
raced inside me. I could hardly wait for 
visiting hours so I could see Benny. It was 
Sunday. I’d go to church services at the 
hospital. I’d put Benny in a wheelchair and 
push him to church services. If we couldn’t 
be together physically. maybe we could be 
with each other in spirit. 

I got up from the window and started 
throwing out every reminder of Wes. There 
were some thin cigars, a shirt I'd washed 
and ironed for him, a bottle of perfume 
he’d given me. In the refrigerator I found 
some beer I'd bought for his pleasure 
and that went too. As I worked, throwing 
out visible evidences of my affair with an- 
other man. I also threw out my memories 
of him. 

I went to that hospital a new woman. 
When I finally reached Benny’s room my 
legs were too shaky to carry me across his 
room to meet him. I looked at his thin, 
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pain-worn face and blurted out, “I came to 
go to worship with you, Benny.” 

Suddenly his face seemed to glow. I'd 
wanted to be with him. “Oh, Peg,” he 
smiled, “this is wonderful!” 

I could feel Perry’s eyes on me, a steady 
burning gaze, but I couldn’t let him upset 
this reunion with my husband. Ignoring his 
caze, | helped Benny into his robe. How 
thin Benny had become! He had that same 
plastic-boned feeling my little Butchie had 
mnce had! 

My heart was pounding with fear as I 
at beside my sick husband at the morning 
services held in the recreation room. Oh 
God, 1 prayed, forgive me for my many 
sins and help me be a good wife to Benny. 
That’s all I ask, God! 

God must have heard my prayer because 
[ found myself steeped in new courage. 
By phone, so I wouldn’t have to see Wes, I 
told my boss Benny was worse and needed 
more of my time. “Not you, too!” my boss 
wailed. “Wes just up and quit me—I can’t 
do without you too, Peg! Please reconsider 
staying with me. I'll give you time off to 
visit Benny whenever you want to!” 

With Wes gone, I could keep on work- 
ing. It was Wes, and not my job, that I was 
finished with! “Okay,” I answered, “I'll 
stay on.” 

But my real career was being good to 
Benny. He was so grateful for my twice a 
day visits, for the little gifts I brought him, 
for the flowers, he didn’t stop to question 
my return to him. I did everything to make 
Benny happy but our relationship had 
changed since his hospitalization. I hadn’t 
realized before because my heart had been 
so divided, but now I had to face it: Benny 
was like a brother to me. There was no 
spark—no sex desire—between us. 

Well, I'd had my share of raw sex and 
I'd learned the hard way that pure phys- 
ical attraction had no lasting power. By 
the same token, could mere companionship 
without sex ever be complete? I didn’t 
know. I couldn’t think beyond the strain 

of my daily existence. 


[1 WAS a beautiful summer day when 

the doctors told me Benny could have a 
lung operation that might speed his recov- 
ery months. Benny was jubilant, ready to 
do anything that would speed our reunion. 
Somehow I wasn’t so sure. I had a dread of 
operations. Just the thought of sharp 
knives cutting into Benny’s flesh made me 
cringe, but in the end, I agreed to Benny’s 
wish to go ahead with the operation. 

[he operation was scheduled for seven 
o'clock on a brilliant Thursday morning. I 
went to the hospital, choking with a name- 
less dread, to find Benny ready and raring. 
He seemed so happy I couldn’t spoil his 
happiness with my fears. 

| walked beside him as a nurse wheeled 
him to the operating room, and he clung to 
my hand all the way. Just before we were 
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parted he looked up at me and with the 
sweetest smile said, “I sure got myself a 
good woman.” 

Those were his last words to me, his un- 
faithful wife. Benny died on the operating 
table and I didn’t get to see him again till 
that evening at the funeral home. 

No one was in the home. Benny was a 
stranger in this town. I had no folks and 
Benny hadn’t any to speak of. On legs that 
threatened to give way under me, I walked 
up to Benny’s casket and looked down 
at him for a long while. How restful 
he looked, how innocent. . . . My tears 
splashed on his face and I swept them 
off. Benny felt so lost to me, so far away 
. . . We could have been happy together 
if he had lived .. . 

I crumpled up beside his casket and 
that’s the way Perry Andrews found me. 
He’d got a hospital pass to pay his respects 
to his roommate. “Mrs. James,” he said 
gently, stooping beside “Benny 
wouldn’t want you to carry on so.” 

I couldn’t tell Perry how I felt. All I 
could do was stare at him from eyes that 
streamed scalding tears. He didn’t speak, 
just felt me shake and heard me sob. 
Finally, he handed me his handkerchief. 
“You were good to Benny, Mrs. James. 
You made him happy and that’s the way 
he died. No woman could have done more.” 

I knew I hadn’t done Benny right but 
he went to his grave duped into thinking 
I was a good faithful woman who truly 
loved him. I had to tell someone the ter- 
rible truth about myself! I opened my 
mouth to tell Perry, but he was patting my 
shoulder and saying, “Now, you get your- 
self together and we'll go eat. I’ll bet you 
haven’t eaten a bite all day, have you?” 

. .. And that’s the way things began 
between Perry Andrews and myself. He 
stayed at my side during the funeral and 
after it was all over, I had a new feeling 
for my husband’s roommate. When he went 
back to the hospital, I visited him. 

I could have shoved Perry from my 
mind. I could have spent my time some- 
where else—anywhere else—only I went 
back to the hospital, to the old routine, to 
visit another sick man. 


me, 


ERRY was standing at the window 

looking to the grounds below, that first 
visit of mine. His earphone radio, tossed 
onto his bed, was humming music and I 
knew he’d jerked it from his head and 
flung it there. A man could stand just so 
many hours of sitting alone with music 
flowing into his body. Perry didn’t know I 
was anywhere around. 

I watched him, finding it hard to believe 
that Perry was tubercular. His muscles 
were still knotty under his white pajamas. 
He was still a very handsome man, this 
Perry Andrews. Trying to avoid looking at 
the empty bed once occupied by my hus- 





band, I called softly, “Perry? How are 
you?” 

At my voice he turned around to study 
my face, my hands, all of me. I was in 
black, a widow, and I knew grief had 
washed me out, yet Perry was seeing me as 
a young and desirable woman. He was 
immediately shamed by his feelings, | 
could tell. He looked away, saying dis. 
tractedly, “Not how am I, but how are you, 
Peg?” 

“Oh, I’m fine,” I lied. “Just fine.” 

Perry jumped. “Sit down,” he said. “Sit 
down.” He was shaking like a leaf. 

We put a small green-topped table be- 
tween ourselves and then we didn’t know 
what to say to each other. Perry’s fingers 
restlessly danced against the tabletop. The 
ghost of Benny seemed to be in this room 
with us. 

I felt driven to explain my visit. “Perry,” 
I began slowly, painfully, “I’m all alone in 
a strange town. I have no family or friends. 
The only place I feel I belong,” I rushed 
on, “is here at this hospital. Here I know 
some of the patients, the nurses and doc- 
tors. And I know you. . . .” 

Perry’s hands grew still. “I understand,” 
he answered finally, “only, Peggy”—his 
eyes were pained—“I don’t see why a 
woman like you should waste your time 
on a broken-down guy like me. You ought 
to get a thousand miles away from this 
hospital and find yourself a new life,” he 
finished in a voice filled with agony. “Why 
waste on me all you’ve got to offer a man?” 

How could I explain my feelings to 
Perry if I couldn’t even explain them to 
myself? One part of me said I was nuts to 
get emotionally involved with another sick 
man while the other part said I must love 
someone who helplessly needed _ me. 
“Perry,” I managed, “I wouldn’t be here 
if I didn’t want to be. For the time being, 
let’s just leave it at that, okay?” 

He stared past my head to a picture on 
the wall behind me. I knew the picture 
well. It was a photo of himself riding a 
bucking brone. It was Perry back in the 
good old days and he kept it hanging 
there, a symbol of what he once was, and 
could be again if he regained his health. 
“Okay, Peg,” he answered quietly. “We'll 
leave it at that.” 

So I began visiting Perry Andrews as I 
once had visited my sick husband. I took 
him pocketbook westerns, bought his fav- 
orite pipe tobacco, even brought him pot 
plants till his bare windowsill was filled 
with bright plants. 

The day I bought Perry some cut flow- 
ers, the clerk asked me how my husband 
was getting along. Swallowing hard, | told 
her my husband had been dead nearly six 
months. “Oh,” she gasped, embarrassed. “I 
thought—” 

I gave her a cold stare. People, when 
they found out I was spending so much 
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ime with another sick man, usually gave 
me I-wonder-why looks. Well, let them 
yonder! 

I was falling in love with Perry and this 
love was different from any I'd ever known 
hefore. Perry needed me so much. He was 
; lonesome cast-off with no one who cared 
whether he lived or died. Well, I cared! A 
million times Perry had said if he didn’t 
have me, he’d quit trying to get well. 

Oh, how Perry wanted to get well, but he 
wasn’t. We talked to his doctors and they 
al told us the same thing: “Mr. Andrews’ 
yrays show changes in his lungs, yet his 
every sputum test proves negative or non- 
contagious. His case is very puzzling.” 

It was puzzling to the doctors but dis- 
couraging to Perry. One night as time for 
me to leave him grew nearer, Perry pulled 
me against his still-wide chest. “Peggy.” 
he whispered, “I’d give anything to get out 
of here. If I were well, I’d—” He stopped, 
struggling for words. 

“You’d what, Perry?” I prompted, 
knowing the answer before he spoke. 

“fd marry you,” he said, stroking my 
hair. “I’d be the happiest man on this 
earth to see you grow big with a child of 
mine.” 

Perry’s dreams were so hopeless, so 
doomed. “Oh, Perry,” I sobbed, “I'd give 
anything to be your wife and have your 
child!” 

Perry was a big hunk of man and he 
wasn’t too sick to want me. I felt desire 
fill his body and I wanted him as terribly 
as he wanted me. I clung to him and he 
kissed my hair, my neck, my shoulders. “I 





love you, Peg,” he murmured. “I know it’s 
soon to be talking like this but I love you!” 

“T love you too, Perry.” I answered, and 
it was true, true! We needed each other, 


| Perry and I, yet our love was doomed. I 





left the hospital crying. 

The next day at work I broke into tears 
again. When my boss walked in on me, I 
poured out all my heartaches. He patted 
me tenderly and told me he didn’t know 
why some people had all the tough luck in 
life. 

That was me—the tough luck kid. I be- 
gan telling people I’d casually meet about 
my doomed love and everywhere I met the 
same reaction: pity. People were, and al- 
ways had been, very sorry for me. 


DIDN’T realize how much I needed pity 

until the day I suddenly found myself 
with nothing to be pitied for. One after- 
noon I came in from work to find Perry 
sitting in my cabin. He was wearing a grin 
a mile wide. 

The first thing I said was, “You've gone 
AWOL!” 

Perry laughed heartily and ran across 
the room to grab me against him. “Nope! 
I didn’t go AWOL. I got a release, sugar, 
a discharge from the hospital!” 


| pulled away, confused. “But you’re not 
well,” I protested. 

Perry hugged me tighter. “I’m well, all 
right! I never had tuberculosis!” At that, 
he picked me off my feet and waltzed me 
around my tiny room. We bumped into 
furniture but Perry seemed unaware. “Oh, 
Peg.” he cried happily, “do you know 
what this means?” 

I found myself struggling against him. 
“Put me down, Perry!” I commanded, sur- 
prised at how sharp my voice sounded. 
“Put me down right this second!” 

Instantly Perry put me to my feet. 
“What’s wrong?” He sounded and looked 
so hurt. 

I didn’t know what was wrong with me, 
but unexpectedly, crazily, I wasn’t so sure 
of my love for Perry. “What do you mean, 
you never had tuberculosis?” I demanded. 

Perry was suddenly calm. “I mean just 
that, Peg. The doctors say I have a lung 
fungus and not tuberculosis. I got it. they 
say. from inhaling contaminated dust— 
probably all that rodeo dirt I ate.” he 
laughed. “At any rate, Peg.” he went on, 
“what I have can be cured and it isn’t con- 
tagious.” He halted, watching me. “IT 
thought you’d be happy.” he accused, “but 
you just stand there looking disap- 
pointed!” 

“I’m not disappointed,” I defended. “It’s 
just that this is so sudden!” 

Perry’s face took on a new look, one I 
didn’t like. “If you really love me,” he 
charged, “why aren’t you kissing me now? 
Why are you taking this so funny?” 

I dropped onto the edge of my bed and 
pressed my hands to my throbbing tem- 
ples. Perry crossed the room and the bed 
sunk with his weight. “Peg, don’t you love 
me?” 

I looked over to him, amazed at how dif- 
ferent he looked in western clothes. This 
man looked strong and ready to whip the 
world while the man I'd fallen in love with 
was sick and defeated. Our love had been 
doomed but now it wasn’t ... and I didn’t 
like it this way. Why? Why? 

Perry jumped to his feet in agitation. “I 
think you loved me as a sick man but as a 
well one, you’re not so sure. Dammit, Peg.” 
he exploded. “what’s wrong with you?” 

“There’s nothing wrong with me!” I 
shouted. 

Perry bent over me. 
And,” he added narrowly, 
be my woman, you’d better get to figuring 
out what’s bugging you!” 

I got to my feet in a blaze of anger. 
“There’s nothing bugging me. Nothing!” 
I insisted. 

“Peg.” Perry said. “I’ve knocked 
around enough in my hey-day to know 
when a dame wants a man and when she 
doesn’t!” Then, suddenly his face and 
eyes softened. “I know you love me, Peg, 
but there’s something you haven’t got all 
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straight in your mind. Whatever th, 
something is, honey, it’s keeping us fry 
happiness.” 

Dazedly I stared at Perry—he y, 
right. All these minutes I’d been tellin, 
myself I didn’t deserve this miracle, }j 
been beating myself, saying all I deseryg; 
was heartaches and doomed loves. 

I'd already suffered three doome 
loves. First there was the love for my sq, 
I'd foolishly blamed myself for Butchie. 
death but I'd blamed Benny the most, 

Benny had tricked me into marriag 
and I felt Butchie’s death to be a resu| 
of the trickery—but was it, really’ 
Shouldn’t I have investigated Benny a lit 
tle more? Didn’t I truly marry him to ge 
away from the orphanage? 

The truth was I’d stopped loving Benn 
long ago. I hadn’t divorced him but [4 
stopped loving him—and I felt guilty 
over that too. I’'d cheated on Benny and 
then tried desperately to make it up 
Only death took Benny from me too, leay. 
ing me with a greater sense of guilt. 

Now that I was thinking straight, my 
thoughts came so fast my head whirled, 
I'd fallen in love with Wes because | 
knew, from the first moment, that ow 
love couldn’t last. I’d picked out a mar. 
ried man with a large family, hadn’t I? 
Yes, I'd known that nothing lasting 
would come from my love for Wes ... 

And Perry—what about him? I’d be 
come involved with him not out of love 
but out of guilt. Perry was sort of a life. 
after-death extension of Benny and on 
him I'd been trying to relieve all my 
guilts. I'd convinced myself all an adul- 
tress like me deserved was a lifetime of 
tears and troubles and loves that could 
never be happy and normal. 

Perry. I realized, was watching me, 
waiting patiently for me to speak. But 
how could I speak—tell the real truth 
about myself? Maybe, my heart pounded. 
Perry wouldn’t want me if he knew the 
sort of woman I really was! Before this 
moment I’d hoped Perry might get dis 
gusted and ditch me. I’d figured, wrong: 
ly. if he did it would be what I deserved. 
But, now I didn’t feel that way. I wanted 
Perry’s love. Maybe I didn’t truly deserve 
it but I could work at being worthy, 
couldn’t 1?” 

“Perry.” I began, and then I told him 
my story, all of it. I told him about Wes, 
too, sparing no details. When it was over. 
I was shaking from sheer nervous feat. 
How would Perry take all I’d told him? 

He took it the way I prayed he would. 
“Peg.” he said, taking my hand, “I love 
you, and because I love you, it’s easy t¢ 
forgive you. But, sugar,” he said, looking 
into my eyes, “you gotta forgive your ow? 
self too...” 

I looked into Perry’s quiet handsome 


Sm 


-=s 





face. “It may take a long time, Perry. for 
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et 
— 









wing. Gain experience de- 
Se for others. It moy 
lead to thrilling coreer—even 





Best songs recorded FREE with 7-piece 

orchestra, We write music. Send poems for 

FREE examination today! 
SONGMAKERS 

1472 Broadway, New York 36, N. Y. 
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Gypsy Bait Oil 
OR NO 
cost 


MAKES FISH BIT 


ysterious aroma of Gypsy Fish 
Ba t Oil Compound makes smell 
feeding fish wild through thou- 
of smell organs covering 
ies. One drop on lure 
ait works in fresh or salt 
hether yes still fish, cast, 
) or troll. Really works. Only 
$1.98 (3 for $4.98). Cash orders 
tpaid. If C.O.D. postage extra. 
Draws fish to your bait or money 
ack. FREE. Handy water re- 
tant pouch with every bottle. EXTRA BONUS: Free 
Book ‘99 Secrets of Catching Cathsh” with order for 3. 


WALLING KEITH CHEMICALS, Inc. Dept.72-H 
100 So. 41st Birmingham 1, Alabama 
74 









me to put my past behind me enough to 
forgive myself.” 

“As long as it takes, 
“T'll wait.” 


” he answered, 


And he has. He’s waited while I 
changed from being the tough luck kid— 
and liking it—to a woman who has final- 
ly realized that life is a lot of what we 
make it. Now I want to make my life nor- 


mal and happy. 

Perry told me when I got to f 
that way, we’d get our blood tests 
marriage license. When he comes to 
per at my cabin tonight, I don’t 
I'll have to tell him I’m ready to forg 
myself and truly put my past behind 
I think he’ll see it in my eyes and fe¢| 
in my lips. 


THE 





Should You Become A Model? 


(Continued from Page 9) 


and the wisdom that’s necessary in devel- 
oping the best in them. Armed with this 
knowledge, they are able to put their best 
foot forward. Charm is accessible to every- 
one, even though many are not aware of it, 
and charm belongs to everyone.” 

But what about the girl who wishes to 
make a career of modelling? She does not 
necessarily have to be beautiful—often a 
beautiful face can act as a detriment rather 
than an asset when it comes to getting as- 
signments. Beautiful girls are less hard to 
find than the girl who simply looks like a 
teenager, or the woman who is undeniably 
the radiant housewife. But every girl who 
has any aspirations at all about a model- 
ling career should enroll in a charm school 
or a modelling school. It will be almost im- 
possible for her to gain any success with- 
out at least basic modelling and _profes- 
sional training. 

And it is not necessary for her to come 
to the big city before she can get started. 
After enrollment in a charm or modelling 
school (and New York is not the only city 
that has these), there are many ways for 
her to get practical training and experi- 
ence before she packs her bags for broader 
fields. Even the smallest town has fashion 
shows, and a professional model is always 
more than welcome; and local stores often 
need a model for displays or demonstra- 
tions. If a girl makes the decision to come 
to a major city to further her modelling 
career, previous practical experience will 
never hurt her. But, as often happens, she 
might lose her desire once she has had a 
taste of professional modelling— it’s not 
quite so glamorous and romantic a career 
as it seems. It will be much easier for her 
if she can make the decision before she 
has come to a big city, before it becomes a 
really painful decision to make. 

Even the exceptional girl, the girl who 
has natural beauty, needs help and guid- 
ance if she wants to be a successful model. 
A charm course will help her to help her- 
self by being relaxed (a necessity) and by 
learning to highlight her assets and play 
down her defects. Charm, personality and 
beauty are all vital assets in her prepara- 
tion to succeed in this highly competitive 
field. It’s a difficult profession in which to 
gain success, but only an impossible one 


without proper training and guidance. 
There are many pitfalls that the aspirid 
model should watch out for, and while 
would be impossible to name them all, pe 
haps just listing a few will prove help{ 
For one thing, many young girls who con 
to the big city soon fall prey to misleadiy 
advertisements and to the man on the stre 
who promises them the moon. Always sed 
advice from revutable sources. Beware 
too lucrative offers; in life you earn even 
thing you get, and anyone telling yw 
differently is misrepresenting. 
Watch out for photographers who a 
too friendly, too helpful, who invite you 
their place after business hours. A photo; 
rapher can do only so much to further yow 
career, and men who promise more usuall) 
have an ulterior motive. Beware of school 
guaranteeing placement after graduation} 
many schools will place students, but onl 
if the students seek placement and hav 
put into operation what they were taughi 
And finally, watch out for business repre 
sentatives who rush you into contracts yo 
don’t understand and have questions about 
Never sign anything that you don’t under 
stand perfectly. 
Who should become a model? Any gil 
with ambition and drive, with a sincer 
desire to model, who doesn’t mind a long 
hard climb with no guarantee that she wil 
ever get to the top, who knows the value 0! 
enrolling in a charm school, and who real 
izes her own limitations without proper 
guidance and advice. The girl with her eye 
on modelling must be patient, must be 
willing to take any kind of legitimate moé: 
elling job, and—contrary to outward ap 
pearances—must not be afraid of goo 
hard work. 
But, who should enroll in a cham 
school? Any girl who wishes to improve 
herself, who wants to learn good grooming. 
poise, how to dress smartly and walk and 
stand gracefully, and who wishes to gail 
self-confidence and charm—in short, ! 
pleasing personality. She does not neces 
sarily have to have her eye on a modelling 
career. A good charm school will teach you 
to be a model—but it will also teach you t 
be a model student, housewife, or career 
girl. 





THE END 
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THE 
FOREST 
ON 
we WEEKENDS 


Forest fires menace most on weekends. More people are in the forest—and there’s more 
chance for man-caused fires to flare; more chance for destruction—and terror! 








It’s a tragic and shameful fact that nine out of ten forest fires are man-caused—too often by 
the carelessness of a “weekender” who thoughtlessly flips away a smoke or a glowing match. 


So when you're in the forest over a weekend—or on a Sunday drive or a picnic—be extra 


PA” 


careful. Always follow Smokey Bear’s rules: 


Break matches—crush smokes—be SURE all fires are out! 


Remember- 


only YOU can prevent forest fires! ws 
a 








to Sporty Clothes with 
Made-to-Measure Color-Harmonized 
Sport Coats and Slacks! 





MAKE UP TO $40.00 IN A DAY! 


SEND FOR THIS FREE 
MONEY-MAKING OUTFIT! | 


If you want to make more money in 
spare or full time, it’s smart to get 
into a field that’s already producing 
good money even for inexperienced 
men, and growing bigger every day. 
Here it is. Sport coats and slacks are 
hot. Now you can cash in on this big 
swing to sporty clothes . . . make as 
much as $40.00 in a day. Just mail 
the coupon below for our Big Outfit, 
sent you FREE. It contains scores of 
fine quality fabrics, sensational val- 
ies in made-to-measure sport coats, slacks, suits, topcoats. 


Vhen you can offer friends, neighbors and fellow workers 
port coats and slacks that fit better because they’re made 
) measure ... that look better because colors and fabrics 
ire matched to harmonize perfectly ... when you can offer 
mi ade- to-measure fit and style—in oa clothes as well as 


t | ae right and left! 


yu collect big cash profit in advance on every order, build 
» a fine permanent income for yourself in spare time or 
|| time. Now’s the time to start when the big swing is on! 
O EXPERIENCE NEEDED. It’s amazingly easy to 
ike measures, to take orders. Everything is simply ex- 
1ined to you. Just mail coupon now and we'll send you 

sur big, valuable outfit filled with scores of fine fabrics and 
erything else you need to start. 





Your Own Made-to-Measure Sport Coats, STONE-FIELD CORPORATION, Dept. X-964 
Slack, Suits Without 1¢ Cost! $92 $. Throop St, Chicago 7, I 


. Dear Sir: I WANT TO CASH IN ON THE BIG SWING... 

ur plan makes it easy for you to get your own I WANT MORE MONEY AND I WANT A MADE-TO- 

. MEASURE SPORT JACKET AND SLACKS TO WEAR AND 

personal sport clothes, suits, topcoats and over- SHOW, without paying 1¢ for it. Rush Details, Valuable Suit 

vats without paying 1¢—in addition to your big Coupon, and Sample Kit with actual fabrics ABSOLUTELY FREE. 
ish earnings. You never invest a cent. Don’t send Name 


1 penny. Just send us the coupon. 





Address_ 





532 S. Throop St. 


Stone-Field Corporation oops. i904, chicago 7,1, 











